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WHITE DEVIL. V^v>-^-v^^ 

[ ESIDES the edition of this Tragedy set forth 
on the title-page, there appeared, at interyals, 
the following : — 

1. The White Devil, or, the Tragedy of 
Paolo Giordano Y rsini, Duke of Brachiano, With the Ldfe, 
and Death of Yittoria Coroml>ona,the &mons YenetianCur- 
tizan. As it hath hin diners times Acted, hy the Queenes 
Maiesties semants, at the Phoenix, in Drory-lane. Written 
by John Wehster. Non inferiora secutus. London, Printed 
by I. N. for Hngh Perry, and are to he sold at his shop at 
the signe of the Harrow in Brittainsburse. 1631. 4to. 

2. The White Devil, or Yittoria Corombona, a Lady of 
Venice. A Tragedy, by John Webster. Acted formerly 
by her Majesties servants at the Phoenix in Druiy-lane ; and 
at this present (by his now Majesties) at the Theatre Boyal. 
Niyn inferiora secutus. London, printed by G. MiUer, for 
John Playfere, at the White Lion, in the Upper Walk of 
the New Exchange, and William Crooke at the ThreeBibles 
on Fleet Bridge. 1665. 

3. Yittoria Corombona, or the White Devil. A 
Tragedy, by J. Webster. As it is acted at the Theatre 
Sojal, by his Majesties servants. London, printed for 
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4 ' " ' ^ WfflTE DEVIL. 

WiUiam Orooke, at the Green Dragon without Temple 
Bar. 1672. 

Further, writes Mr. Collier: "Upon looking into the 
play of Injured Lave, or the Cruel Husband, which the 
title page says was written by Mr. N. Tate, author of the 
Tragedy of King Lear, I found it to he no other than 
our author's play of the White Devil, with a different name. 
It appears never to have been acted, though designed for 
representation at the Theatre Eoyal." 

The plot of the Tragedy is thus outlined by Mr. Genest 
in his Account of the English Stage ; — " The Duke of 
Brachiano is married to Isabella, the sister of the Duke of 
Florence — ^but in love with Vittoria, the wife of Camillo. 
Flamineo assists Brachiano in debauching his sister 
Vittoria. He kills Camillo, and pretends that he died by 
accident. Brachiano causes Isabella to be poisoned. 
Vittoria is tried for adultery, and sentenced to be confined 
in a house for penitent strumpets. Brachiano gets her from 
thence and marries her. Flamineo kills his brother 
Marcello. The Duke of Florence, disguised as a Moor, 
poisons Brachiano. Two of his friends kill Flamineo and 
Vittoria." 

The story of Vittoria Corombona (Accorambuoni), aa 
Mr. Jourdain de Gatwick has obligingly pointed out to me, 
is related at large in Casimir Tempesti's " Storia della Vita 
e Geste di Sisto Quinto," and from one of the authorities 
cited by this author, Webster probably derived the mate- 
rials of his tragedy ; though, for that matter, the dramatist 
lived sufficiently near the date of the events themselves to. 
have learned the story from the lips of some one who had 
gathered it on the spot. 
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WHITE DEVIL. 5 

" Paulo Giordano Ursini, Duke di Brachiano (adds Mr. de 
Gratwick) married, first, Isabella, daughter of Cosmo dei 
Medici, and sister of Francesco dei Medici, Granduca di 
Toscana, who, writes Sansovino,^ 

* mori d'assai giovana etii.' 

He married, in 1585, for his second wife, Vittoria Accoram- 
buoni, widow of Francesco Peretti, nephew of the Cardinal 
of Montalto, afterwards Pope Sextus V. Francesco Pe- 
retti, the Camillo of Webster's tragedy, was assassinated 
in 1582 ; Vittoria was confined in the Castle Sant' Angelo 
by Pope Gregory XIII. from January, 1583, to April, 
1585, and murdered after the death of her husband the 
Duke. Flaminio, her brother, was also killed. The other 
characters in Webster's play are all mentioned in the real 
story : to some he gives their own names, and only slightly 
changes that of the others." 

One memorial of the terrible Duke who partly gave title 
to this tragedy is still manifest : at Brachiano, in the Papal 
States, nineteen miles north-west from Bome, the ruins of 
a fine old castle, once the stronghold of the Brachiani, 
frown to this day, formidable in their decay. 

w. a 

' Delia Origine et de' Fatti Delle Famiglie illustri Dltalia. 
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TO THE READER. 

I N publishing this Tragedy, I doe but challenge 
to myselfe that liberty, which other men have 
tane before mee ; not that I affect praise by 
it, for, nos hsec nouimus esse nihil, onely, 
since it was acted in so dull a time of Winter,^ presented in 
so open and blacke a theater,^ that it wanted (that which 
is the onely grace and setting-out of a tragedy) a full and 
understanding Auditory ; and that since that time I haue 
noted, most of the people that come to that ^ay-house 
resemble those ignorant asses (who, visiting stationers' 
shoppes, their use is not to inquire for good books, but 
new books), I present it to the generall view with this 
confidence : 

Nee rhoncos metnes malienioniin, 
Nee scombris tunicas dabis molestas. 

If it be objected this is no true drammaticke poem, I 
shall easily confesse it, non potes in nugas dicere plura 
meas^ ipse ego quam dixi ; willingly, and not ignorantly, 

' In the subsequent editions this passage '' in so dull a time of 
winter " is omitted. 

^ Bluck a theater, — Probably, rather, blank, i. e. yacant, unsup- 
plied with articles necessary toward theatrical representation. — 
Stbbtens. 



I 
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TO TEE READER. 7 

in this kind haue I faulted: For should a man present 
to such an auditory, the most sententious tragMj that euer 
was written; ohseruing all the critticall lawes as heighth 
of stile, and grauitj of person, inrich it with the senten- 
tious CHOBns,.and, as it were lifen^ Death, in the passionate 
and waighty NuwdvA : yet after all this diuine rapture, O 
dura messorum Ilia, the hreath that comes from the 
uncapahle multitude is ahle to poison it ; and, ere it he 
acted, let the author resolue to fix to every scene this of 

Horace : 

— ^Hsec hodie porcis comedenda relinques. 

To those who report I was a long time in finishing this 
tragedy, I confesse T do not write with a goose-quill 
winged with two feathers ; and if they will neede make it 
my fault, I must answere them with that of Euripides to 
Alcestides, a tragick writer: Alcestides ohjecting that 
Euripides had onely, in three daies composed three yerses, 
whereas himseUe had written three hundredth: Thou 
telst truth (quoth he), hut heres the difference, thine shall 
onely hee read for three daies, whereas mine shall continue 
three ages. 

Detraction is the swome fnend to ignorance : for mine 
owne part, I haue euer truly cherisht my good opinion of 
other mens worthy lahours, especially of that full and 
haightned stile of maister Chapman, the^lahor'd and 
understanding workes of maister Johnson^* the no lesse 
worthy composures of the hoth worthily excellent maister 
Beamont and maister Fletcher ; and lastly (without wrong 
last to be named), the right happy and copious industry of 
m. Shake-speare, m. Decker, and m. Heywood, wishing 

1 Editions of 1665 and 1672 << enliTen." 
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8 TO THE BEADER. 

what I write may be read b j their light : protesting that, 
in the strength of mine owne judgement, I know them so 
worthy, that though I rest silent in my own worke, yet to 
most of theirs I dare (without flattery) fix that of Martial, 

■OK wMUMf Jx486 momflMNla flnon. 



In mentem Authoris. — J. Wilson. 

Stvrt ve&» quid bU mnUtrf quo ptrdUt tsatrot 
En Hbif $i tapioi, cum tule, mille iaki.^ 

' Tli^se vOTses, " In mentem Authoris/' were first printed in 
the edition of 1 665, with the initials J. W. In the edition of 1 672, 
the name, John Wilson, is printed in fuIL 
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On Mb. Wsbsteb's most Excbllbnt Tbaoedt, 
CAiXEB Thr Whitb Detil. 

** Wee will no more admire Euripides^ 
Nor praise the tragick streines of Sophocles ; 
For why ? Thou in this Tragedie hast fram'd 
All real worth that can in them he nam'd. 
How lively are thy persons filled, and 
How pretty are thy lines ! Thy verses stand 
like nnto pretious Jewels set in gold. 
And grace thy fluent prose. I once was told 
By one well skild in Arts, he thought thy play 
Was onely worthy Fame to heare away 
From an hefore it : Brachianoe LI, 
Murthering his Dutchesse, hath hy thy rare skill 
Made him renown'd ; Flamineo such another. 
The Devils darling, Murtherer of his hrother : 
His part most strange, (given him to Act hy thee) 
Doth gaine him Credit, and not Oalumnie : 
Yittoria Coromhona, that fiun'd Whore, 
Desp'rate Lodovico weltring in his gore, 
Suhtile Francisco, all of them shall hee. 
Gras'd at as Comets hy Posteritie : 
And thou meane time with never withering Bayes 
Shalt Crowned hee hy all that read thy Layes." 

S. Sheppabd. Ijngrams Theological, PhUosth' 
j^hical, 4r Bomantick, ^. 1651. 
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THE PEBSONS.* 

^'MoNTiCBLSO — a Caidinal; afterwards Pope Paui. the 

Fourth. 
- Erakcibco de Medicis, Duke of Florence ; in the 5th 

Act diflgais'd for a Moor^ under the name of Muu- 

NASSAB. 

^ BsACHiANOy Otherwise Paulo Giordano Ubsini, Bnke of 

BrachianOy Husband to Isabella^ and in love with 

VrrroBiA. 
Giovanni — his Son by Isabella. 
LoDOTico, an Italian Count, but decaj'd. 
Antonelu, I his Friends, and Dependents of the Duke 
Gaspabo, J of Florence. 

Oamillo, Husband to Vittobia. 
HoBTENBio, one of Bbachiano's Officers. 
Mabcello, an Attendant of the Duke of Florence, and 

Brother to VrrroBiA. 
Flamineo, lus Brother ; Secretary to Bbachiano. 
Jaques, a Moor, Servant to Giovanni. 
-Isabella, Sister to Fbancisco de Medicis, and Wife to 

Bbachiano. 
' Vittobia Cobombona, a Venetian Lady ; first marr'd to 

Camillo, afterwards to Bbachiano. 
CoBNELiA, Mother to Vittobia, Flamineo, and Mab- 

cello. 
Zanche, a Moor, Servant to Vittobia. 
Ambassadors, Courtiers, Lawyers, Officers, Physitians, 
Conjurer, Armorer, Attendants. 

THE SCENE— ITALY. 

> From the edition of 1665. 
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THE WHITE DEVIL. 

ACT I.— SCBNE I.* 

Enter Count Lodovico, Antoneixi, and Gabpabo. 

Lodovtco. 
fANISHT! 

Ant. It griey'd me much to hear the 
sentence. 

Lod, Ha, ha, O Democritos, thy gods 
That goyem the whole world ^ curtly ^^y^ 
And pnni; *hTnftn|, Fortune's a right whore : 
If she ^ye aught, she deals it in small parcels. 
That she maj take away all at one swoop. 
This 'tis to haye great enemies ! God 'quite them. 
Your wolf no longer seems to he a wolf 
Than when she's hungry. 

008. You term those enemies. 
Are men of princely rank. 
Lod. Oh, I pray for them : 

* The diyisioa into acts is first made in the edition of 1665. 
The farther diatribation of the acts into scenes, in the edition of 
1672. 
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12 THE WHITE DEVIL; OB, [act i. 

The violent thunder is adored hj those 
Are pasht^ in pieces bj it. 

Ant. Come, mj Lord, 
You are iiudJjLdflflm'd; look but a little back 
Into your former life i you have in three years 
Kuin'd the noblest eandomrX 

Oas. Your followers ) 

Have swallowed you, like mummia,^ and being sick 
With such unnatural and horrid physic, 
Vomit you up i' th' kennel. 

Ani. All the danmable degrees 
Of drinking have you stagger'd through. One citizen 
Is lord of two fair manors, call'd you master. 
Only for caviare. 

Gas, Those noblemen 
Which were invited to your prodigal feasts, 
(Wherein the phoenix scarce could 'scape your throats) 
Laugh at your miseiy, as fore-deeming you 
An idle metcOT^jrhich drawn forth, the earth 
WouM^e'sbonlost i' the air. 

* Pcuht^ explains Gifford, in a note to Massinger's Virgin 
Martyr^ '' signifies to throw one thing with violence against an- 
other." 

* Muntmia, mummy, " Mummy is said to have been first 
brought into use in medicine by the malice of a Jewish physi- 
cian, who wrote that flesh thus embalmed was good for the care 
of divers diseases, and particularly bruises, to prevent the blood's 
gathering and coagulating. It is, however, believed that no use 
whatever can be derived from it in medicine, and that all which 
is sold in the shops, whether brought from Venice, or even 
directly from the Levant by Alexandria, is factitious, the work of 
certain Jews, who counterfeit it by drying carcases in ovens, 
after having prepared them with powder of myrrh, caballin aloes, 
Jewish pitdi, and other coarse or unwholesome drugs." 

Chambess' XHctumary, voce Mummy, 
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sc. I.] riTTOBIA COBOMBONA. 13 

Ant, Jest upon job, 
And saj you were begott en in an^ atthquake, 
You have ruin'd such .^urlodbnips. 

Lod. Very good. 
This well goes with two buckets : I must tend 
The pouring out of either. 

Oas, Worse than these. 
You hftve acted Heertwn murdoro how in Bomei 
Bloody and full of horror. 

Lod. 'Las, they were flea-bitings : 
"Why took they not my head then ? 

Oas. O, my lord ! 
The law doth sometimes mediate, thinks it good 
Not ever to steep violent sins in blood : 
This gentle penance may both end your crimeB, 
And in the example better these bad times. 

Lod, So, but I wonder then some great men 'scape 
. This banishment : there's Paulo Giordano Ursini, 

The duke of Brachiano, now lives in Eome, 
r And by close panderism seeks to prostitute 
^^he honour of Vittoria Corombona : 

Yittoria, she that might have got my pardon 
For one kiss to the duke. ] 

Ant. Have a full man -within you : 
We see that trees bear no such pleasant fruit 
There where they grew first, as where they are new set. 
Perfumes, the more they are chaf 'd, the more they render 
Their pleasing scents : and so affliction 
Expresseth^ virtue fully, whether true, 
Or else adulterate. 

' Presses oat. 
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14 THE WHITE DEVIL; OR, [act i. 

Lod. Leave jour painted comforts ; 
I'll make Italian cut-workB^ in their guta 
If ever I return. 

Chu. O sir. 

Lod. I am patient. 
I have seen some ready to be executed, 
Giye pleasant looks, and money, and grow familiar 
With the knave hangman ; so do I; I thank them, 
And would account them nobljL^rciful, 
Would they dispatch me quickl j,/ 

ArU, Fare you well ; 
We shall find time, I doubt not, to repeal 
Your banishment. 

Lod. I am ever bound to you.^ 
This is the world's alms ; pray make use of it. 
r Great men sell sheep, thus to be cut in pieces, — 

^"When first they have shorn them bare, and sold their fleeces. 

\Exeant. 

Scene II. 

ErvUr Bbachiano, Camillo, Flahikeo, Vittoeia. 

Brack. Your best of rest. 
Vit Cor, Unto my lord the duke. 
The best of welcome. More lights : attend the duke. 

[Exeunt Camillo and Vittoria. 
Srach. Flamineo. 

> A kind of open work, made by cutting out or stamping. 

Dtcb. 

« In the margin of the qnarto, opposite these lines, we read 
Enter Senate, meaning the Sennet, or flourish of trumpets, &c. 
preceding the Duke* — Colliss. 
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Bc. n.] VITTOBIA COEOMBONA. 15 

FUan. Mj lord. 

Brach. Quite lost, Flaminee. 

Flam. Pursue your noble wishes, I am prompt 
As lightning to jour service. O, my lord ! 
The fiur Vittoria, mj happy sister, 
Shall ^ye you present audience. Gentlemen, {^Whisper, 
liCt the caroch^ go on, and 'tis his pleasure 
You put out all your torches, and depart 

Brack, Are we so happy? 

Flam, Can it be otherwise ? 
Observed you not to-night, my honour'd lord, 
"Which way soe'er you went, she threw her eyes? 
I haye dealt already with her chamber-maid, 
Zanche the Moor ; and she is wondrous proud 
. To be the agent for so high a spirit. 

Brack. We are happy above thought, because iMye merit. 

Flam. 'BoYe merit ! we may now talk freely : 'hove merif I 
Uvbatis't you doubt? her coyness ! that's but the superficies 
^lust most women haye ; yet why should ladies blush to 
hear that nam'd, which they do not fear to handle? O 
they are politic ; they know our desire is increased by the 
difiBculty of enjoying ; whereas satiety is a blunt, weary, 
and drowsy passionrNIf the buttery-hatch at court stood 
continually open, there would be nothing so passionate 
crowding, nor hot suit after the beverage. 

Brack. QJ^^heTjealoxish^^tn^ 

Flam. Hang him ; a gilder that hath his brains perisht 
with quick-silver is not more cold in the liver. ^The great 
barriers moulted not more feathers, than he hath shed hairs, 

* Great coach. 

* i. e. more feathers were not dislodged from the helmets of 
the combatants in the great tilting match. 
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16 THE WHITE DEVIL ; OE, [act l 

bj the oonfeasion of hia doctor. ^An Lriah gamester that 
win ^y himself naked, and then wage all dow n wards, at 
haEaid, la not more Tentarom. 80 nnabk to please a 
woman, that, like a Dutch donblety all hia back ia afamnk 
into hia hreechea. 

Suond jmi within thia doaet, good mj lord ; 
Some trick now moiBt be thought on to divide 
My brother-in-law frnn hia &ir bed-^low. 

Brack. O ahonld she fikil to come. 

Flam. I must not haye your lordship thus miwiady 
amoroua. I myself hare lored a lady, and pursued her wiA 
a great deal of under-age protestation, whom some three or 
four gallants that have enjoyed would with all their hearts 
haye been glad to have been rid of. ^Tw ^n^ I^Jr^ a wrnimpr 
l^rjj^|T "n n g^rfl?*' • {W\ hH* *^''?a'^ irthAlrt ^^'f^*' 
to |irfff in and Aw bip la th fli aw withii^ HAg pai y und y e !■ 
ffl^nsumptiftti, fgr fnar thty ahtFll nffiYfir gfifi ^"^- A.wsy, 
away, my lord. [Exit BradL 

Enter Camuajo. 

See here he comes. This fellow by his apparel 
Some men would judge a politician ; 
But call his wit in question, you shall find it 
Merely an ass ^'s foot doth. 

^ An Lruh gamsder wSB. pkof hmm^ tKiAtti.— Bamaby Bidi, in 
his Nao Dtatrtpdom of Irdamd^ 1610, says, '* there is (1. e. in lie- 
land) a oertaiiie brotherhood, called by the name of Karrmoeg^ and 
these be common gamsfeera, that do only exercise playing at caxda, 
and they will play away their mantels, and their shirts from thoir 
backs, and when they haye nothing left them, they will tmsse 
themselves in straw ; this is the life they lead, and from this thejf 
will not be reclaimed." — ^Rbkd. 

' L e. in his housings, his aoooatrements. — SrasysHS. 
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8c. n.] riTTOBIA COBOMBONA. 17 

How now, brother? what, travelling to bed to your kind wife? 

Gam, I assure you, brother, no ; my voyage lies 
More northerly, in a far colder clime. 
I do not well remember, I protest, 
W|ien I last lay with her. 

Flam, Strange you should lose your count. 

Cam, We never lay together, but ere morning 
There grew a ^flaw between us. 

Flam, 'Thad been your part 
To have made up that flaw. 

Cam, True, but she loaths I should be seen in't. 

Flam, Why, sir, what's the. matter ? 

Cam. The duke your master visits me, I thank him ; 
And I perceive how, like an earnest bowler, 
He very passionately leans that way 
He should have his bowl run. 

Flam. I hope you do not think 

Cam, That nobleman bowl booty ?^ faith, his cheek 
Hath a most excellent bias : it would &in jump with my 

« mistress. 

Flam, Will you be an ass. 
Despite your Aristotle ? or a cuckold. 
Contrary to youf Ephemerides, 
Which shews you under what a smiling planet 
You were first swaddled ? 

Cam. Pew wew, sir ; tell not me 
Of planets nor of Ephemerides. 
A man may be made cuckold in the day-time, 

> Flawy a violent storm of wind. Hence, metaphoricallj, a 
quarrel. — Halliweix. 

' To play booty, is to allow one's adversary to win at first, in 
order to induce him to continue playing afterwards. — ^Halliwbli,. 

VOL. n. c 
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18 THE WHITE DEVIL; OB, [act i. 

When the stara ejes are out. 

Flam, Sir, good-bje you ; 
I do commit jou to jour pitiful pillow 
Stnft with hom-Bhayings* 

Cam, Brother ! 

Flam, God refuse me,* 
Might I adyifle jou now, jour onlj course 
Were to lock up jour wife. 

Cam, 'Twere verj good. 

Flam. Bar her the sight of reyels. 

Cam. Excellent. 

Flam, Let her not go to church, but, like a hound 
In leam,^ at jour heels. 

Cam. 'Twere for her honour. 

Flam, And so jou should be certain in one fortnight. 
Despite her chastitj or innocence, 
To be cuckolded, which jet is in suspense. 
This is mj counsel, and I ask no fee for't. 

Cam, Come, jou know not where mj nightcap wrings me. 

Flam, Wear it a' th' old fashion ; let jour large ears 
come through, it will be more easj. Naj, I will be bitter: 
bar jour wife of her entertainment: women are more 
willinglj and more gioriouslj chaste, when thej are least 
restrained of their libertj. It seems jou would be a fine 
capricious, mathematicaUj jealous coxcomb; take the height 
of jour own horns with a Jacob's staff, afore thej are up. 
These politic inclosures for paltrj mutton, make more re- 

^ God refuse me. — Refute me, or God refuse me, appears to have 
been among the fashionable modes of swearing in onr author's 
time. 

3 i. e. a leash, a string. Learn is a correction suggested bj 
Steevens. The original has Leon, which has here no meaning. 
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bellion in the fieah, thaa all the proYOcatiTe electuaries 
doctors haye uttered siiioe last julnlee. 

Cam. Hiis do& not physic me. 

Flam. It seems jou are jealous : Fll shew yoa the enor 
of it hj a &m3iar example : I have seen a pair of spec- 
tacles Cushioned with such perspectiye art^ ihat lay down 
hut one twdre pence a' th' hoard, 'twill appear as if there 
were twenty; now should you wear a pair of these spectacles, 
and see your wife lying her shoe, yon would imagine twenty 
hands were taking up of your wife's clothes, and this wduld 
put you into ahorrihle causeless fury. 

Cam. The fault here, sbr, is not in the eyefflght. 

Flam. True, hut they that have the yd^w jaundice 
think all objects they look on to be yellow/ Jealousy is 
worse ; her fits presenting to a man, like so many bubbles 
in a baton of water, twenty seyerd crabbed &ces, many 
times makes his own shadow his cuckold-maker*^ 

EnUr YmoKUL Gobombona. 
See, she comes ; what reason haye you to be jealous of 
this creature? what an ignorant ass or flattering knaye might 
lie be counted, that should write sonnets to her eyes, or call 
her brow the snow of Ida, or iyory of Corinth ; or compare 
her hair to the black-bird's bill, when 'tis like the black- 
bird's feather? this is all. Be wise ; I wiU make you friends, 
and you shaQ go to bed together. Marry, look you, it shall 
not be your seeking. Do you stand upon that, by auy 
means : walk you aloof; I would not haye you seen in't. — 
Sister [my lord attends you in the banquetting-house^] your 
husband is wondrous discontented. 

' The passives here marked within brackets are spoken aside 
to Vittoria. 
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. VU. Car, I didnothing to displease him ; I carred tolum 
at supper-tune. 

Flam. [YoQ need not hare canred him, in £uth ; they 
saj he is a capon ahead j. I most now seemingl j fidl out 
with jon]. Shan a gentleman so well descended as CamiDo 
[a lonsj slare, that within this twenty years rode with 
the hladL gnard' in the duke's carriage^ 'mongst spits and 
dripping-pans !] — 

Cam. Now he h^ins to ^6kle her. 

I7am. An exceDent sdiolar [one that hath a head fill'd 
with cahes hrains without any sage in them,] come croodi- 
ing in the hams to you for a night's lodging? [that hath 
an itch in's hams, which like the fire at the glass-house hath 
not gone om this seven years] is he not a courtly gentle- 
man ? [when he wears white satin, one would take him by 
his black muzzle to be no other creaturo than a maggot] 
you are a goodly foil, I confess, well set out [but oorer^d 
with a hUae stone — yon counterfeit diamond.] 

Cam. He will make her know what is in me. 

Ham. [Come, my lord attends you ; thou shaH go tobed 
to my lord.] 

Cam. Now he comes to't. 

Flam. [With a relish as curious as a Yintner going to 
taste new wine.] I am opening your case hard. 

ITo CamiOo. 

Cam. A irirtuous brother, o' my credit ! 

Flam. He will give thee a ring with a philosopher's 
stone in it. 

' L e. as Giffcnrd expUuns, in bis edition of Ben Jonsoo, the 
acoBicms and other drudges, who rode in the yehicles which car- 
ried the fnmitore and kitchen ntensils of great people on their 
jooineys finom one of their houses to another. 
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Cam. Indeed, I am stadjing alchjmy. 

Flam. Thou shalt lie in a bed staffed with turtle's fea^ 
thers; swoon in perfumed linen, like the fellow was smo- 
thered in roses. So perfect shall be th j happiness, that as 
men at sea think land, and trees, and ships, go that way 
thej go ; so both heaven and earth shall seem to go your 
voyage. Shall't meet him ; 'tis fiz'd, with nails of dia^ 
Vnonds to inevitable necessity. 

Vtt, Cor, How shall's rid him hence? [Aside^ 

Flam. [I win pat ^rize in's tail, set him gadding pre- 
tentiy.] I have almost wrought her to it ; I find her com- 
ing : but, might I advise you now, for this night I woold 
not lie with her, I would cross her humour to make her 
more humble. 

{7am. ShaUI, shaDI? 

Flam, It wiU shew in you a supremacy of judgment. 

Cam. True, and a mind differing from the tumultuary 
opiaion ; for, quoR negata, grata. 

Flam. Bight : you are the ^adamant shall draw her to 
you, though you keep distance off. 

Cam. A philosophical reason. 

Flam. Walk by her a' th' nobleman's fau^on, and tell 
her you will lie with her at the end of the progress. 

Cam. Yittoria, I cannot be induc'd, or as a man would 
say, incited 

VU. Cwr. To do what, sir? 

Cam. To lie with you to-night Your silkworm uaeth 



^ So marked, in bid handwriting, in the copy of the edition of 
1612, at the British Mnsenm. 

* i. e. the fly thai stings cattle. 

* i e. the magnet. 
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to fast erery thirds day, ^and the next following spins the 
better. To-morrow at night|, I am for you. 
. Vit. Cor. Youll spin a fair thread, trust to't. 

. Flam, But do you bear, I i^aU hare you steal to her 
chamber nbout midnigbt> >. . 

Cam. Do you .think, so ? why look you, brother, because 
you shall not think 111 gull you, take the key, lock me into 
the chamber, and say you shall be sure of me. 

Flam. In troth I will ;. Ill be yOur j^ihw once# < 
But have you ne'er a false door? . 4. . 

.. Cam, A pox on't, as I am a Christian! tell me to-morrow 
how scurvily she takes .my unkind parting. 

Itam. I will* 

Cam. Didst thou not mark the jest of the silkrwerm ? 
Good-night ; in faith, I will use thi^t trick oft^. 

Flfim. Do; do, do. [Evit CamUlo. 

So, now you are safe. Hi^^ ha^ ha, thou intangle^it thyself 
in thine own work like a silk-worm. 

^^ Bbachiai^o. 

Come, sister, darkness hides your blush. Women ifre 
like curst^ dogs : civility^ keeps them tied all day-time, but 
they are let loose at midnight ; then they do most good, or 
most mischief . My lord, any lord! 

Zanche brings out a carpet, spreads it, and lays on it two 
fair cushions. 
Brack. Give credit : I could wish time would stand still. 
And never end this interview, this hour; 
But ail delight doth itself soons't devour. 

> Ol-oonditioned. , * Social order. 
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Emter Oobnelia Iktening^ 

Let me into your bosom, happy lady, 
Pour out, instead of eloquence, my vows. 
Loose me hot, madam^ for if you forego me, 
I am lost eternally. 

Vit. Cor, Sir, in the way of pity, 
I wish you heart- wholcf. 

Brack, You are a sweet physician, 

Vit. Cor, Sure, sir, a loathed cruelty in ladies 
Is aa to doctors many funerals : 
It takes away their credit. 

Brack, Excellent creature ! 
We call the cruel, fair ; what name for you 
That are so merciful ? 

Zan, See now they close. 

Flam, Most happy union. 

Cor, *My fears are &ll'n upon me : oh, my heart ! 
My son the pander ! now I find our Jiouse 
Sinking to ruin. E vhquakes leave behind. 
Where they have tyrannized, iron, or lead, or stone ; 
But woe to ruin, violent lust leaves hone. " 

Brack, What value is this jewel ? 

VU, Cor, 'Tis the ornament of a weak fortune. 

Brack, In sooth, I'U have it ; nay, I will but change 
My jewel for your jeweL 

Flam, Excellent; 
His jewel for her jewel : well put in, duke. 

* This direction as to listening is in manuscript la the copy of 
1612 just mentioned. 
' Aside. 
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Brack. "Nnj, let me see joa wear iL 

VU» Cwr. Hae, air? 

.0rafi&. Nay, lower, joa shall wear mj jewd lower. 

ilidm. Thai's better : she must wear his jewel lower. 

VU. Car. To pass awaj the tune, VH tell joar graoe 
A dream I had last night. 
. Braeh. Most wiahedlj. . 

J Fit. (7or. A Ibdish idle dream: (^-^ 

I Methougfat I walkM about the mid of night 
Into a chordi- jard, idiere a goodly yew-tree 
Spread her large root in groond : mider that yew. 
As I sate sadly leaning on a grave, 
Cheeqaer'd with cross sticks^ there eame stealing in 
Yoor dnchess and my hnsband ; one of them 
A pick-ax bore, th' other a rosty spade. 
And in roogfa terms they 'gan to challenge me 
Abont this yew. 

Brack. That tree? 

VU, Car. This haradefls yew; 
T hey told me my intent was to ro ot gp 
Thai wdl -grown yew, and riant i* the stead of it 
Awim er'd riaA-tho r" \ *"^ ^4K«f ^j^>y vow'd 
Trt^fryiy H^^aKwr My husband straight 
With pck-az 'gan to dig, and yoor fell dnchess 
With shovel, like & fury, voided out 
The earth and scattered bones : lord, how methooght 
I trembled ! and yet for all this terror 
I eon ld not pra y. 



No ; the devil was in your dream. 
VU. Gar. Whrai to my rescue there arose, methooght, 
A whirlwind, whidi let fiiU a massy aim 
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From that strong plant ; 

And both w|mre «^;^^ jfiri ^J H^^ a>.w-ui jefr^) 
^^ .^f^ ^^*^ »V%y gTfty*^ ^^*^ waa ^^^^'^^ ^^^ f 
"^ Flam. Excellent devil I -^ 

ht litm in ( 



To mak e away his duchesa and her hna hand. 



Yon are lod^d within his arms who shall protect jou 

From aU the fevers of a jealous hushand. 

From the poor envy of our phlegmatic duchesa* ^.^.^^ *k 

ITl Bijiit ^ nw ah n m In^ oi%ii «^}^^^ «i>oy>j.>i . wmL^^ \ 

Give to your thoughts the inv ention of de lightp 

jS i^ the anition ; nor shall governme nt 

IMvide me from you longer, than a care 

To keep you great : you shall to me at once. 

Be dukedom, healdi | wife^ ftl|fl||fflPf friAniJo^ mhA ^11. 

dor^ Woe to light hearts, they still fore-run our M t 

Flam, What fury raised thee up? away, away. 

[Exit Zanehe 

Car, What make you here, my lord, this dead of night? 
Never dropp'd mildew on a flower here till now« 

Flam. I pray, will you go to bed then, 
Lest yon be blasted ? 

Cor. O that this fiur gard en 
Had with aU poison'd kerbs of Thessaly 
At first been planted ; made a nursery 
For witchcraft, r atfier than «^ y^nm*^}^ pl/^L 
For both your honour s ! 

Vtt. Car. Dearest mother, hear me. 
^ Car. O, thou dost make my brow bend to the earth, 

■ (adTancing.) 
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Sooner film nature ! See the caneof difldrea! 
In life tliej keep ns fineqnentlT in tean; 
And in the oold gnre ksre ns in pole feon. 

Branh, ComOy oome, I will not lieor jon. 

VU. Cor. Bear, my kid. 

C&r, Where is thj dochess now, adnlfcenNis dnke? 
Thou litde dream'st this night she's oome to Bome. 

Ham. How ! eome to Borne ! 

VU. O&r. The dochiw ! 

She had heen better — 
r. The lives of prinees shoold like dials more, 
^ Whose regular examj^e is so strong, 

^ make the times b j them go rights <fr wrong. -- 
rFZom. So, hare jon done? 

C&r. Unfertanate CamiDo ! 

VU. Oar. I do protest, if anj diaste denial. 
If anything hot hloodoonld have alla/d -^ 

His bng soit to me— 

Oar. I win join n^th thee. 
To the most woelnl end o'er mother kned'd : ^ 

If thon dishononr thus th j hnsbond's bed. 
Be thj life short as are the funeral tears 
In great mens — 

Brack. Pie, fie, the woman's mad. 

Car. Be thj act» Jodas-like; betraj in Idsaing: 
Ma j'st thon be envied during his short breath. 
And ^tied like a wretch after his death ! 

VU. Car. O me aecon'd! * [ExU. 

Flam. AiejcnoataijimintB^ mjhxrd, 

m fetch her bade again. 

BrwA. No, I'ntobed: 
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Send doctor Julio to me preeeAtlj. 
Uncha ritable woman ! thv rash tong ue* 
TTn^lfi^ftM ft fftMtliiimii] mmilii^iiinTi Btoim: 

\ tfaon the PftiM^HifidtensaMigtann. [ExiL 

NoWy jou that stMid bo ip "^]) mp^" jrrT httntnir. 
Is ihiB a fitting ^liBf^'^m^ty think jou, . 
To send a di Ae home 

I Wonid flunknow wb ^^ ^iffl ^hn mnnt nf Trnnlth 
Wkrcn yoa hare hoarded for my maintenanc e. 
Tbai 1 maj bear m j oeata oitt of tLe lerel 
Of m J lord's stirnip. 

Cor. What! brrnnnn ][fn ■wpnnr 
Sh all we be YJcionB? 
^ Plam. Trajy what means have you 
To keep me from the gaUies, ot the gaDows? 
Mj fiiiher proy'd himself a gentleman^ 
Sold all's landy and, like a fortonate feUow, 
IMed ere the money was spent. Yon brought i 
Ai Padna, I confess, idiere I protest, 
yp^ "nf '^f "\ffW'^— ^^ ^ miiYCTsity judge ] 
I hare been fain to heel my tator's stockings, 
Ai least seven years ; com^iring with a beard. 
Made me a gradnate ; then to this dnke's senrice, 
I Tisiled the court, whence I retnm'd 

Lmwe lec herous by fer. 
But not a suit the richer. A^ shall I, 
Having a pmll U6 open, and so free 
To my preferment, still retain your nulk 
In my pale forehead? no, this fiice of mine 
111 ann, and fortify with lusty wine, 
'Grainst shame and blushing. 
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Car. Of that I ne'er had home thee I 

Flam. So would I ; 
I would the common'st courtezan in Borne 
Had been mj mother, rather than thyself. 
Nat ure is very pitiful i 

To gi^e themTIutfew children, yet those child ren 
Plurality of fathers ; th ey are sure 
d Phey sha ll not want. Cio, go, 
Complain unto my great lord cardinal ; 
It may be he will justify the act. 
Lycurgus wonder'd much, men would provide 
Good stallions for their mares, and yet would suffer 
Their &ir wives to be barren. 

Cor, Misery of miseries I [^Eant. 

Flam. The duchess come to court I I like not that 
We are engag'd to mlM^ef, and must on ; 

Aa ' l'lVtifB Ui find uut the uuwfli » 

Flow with crook bondings beneath forced banks. 

Or as we see, to aspire some mountain's top, 

The way ascends not straight, but imitates 

The subtle foldings of a winter's snake. 

So who knows policy and her true aspect, 

Shall find her ways winding and indirect. lEanL 



>^ 




t^O^w^ 
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Make of the powder a preservatiye cirde. 
And in it put a spider, so these arms 
Shall cbftrm his poison, force it to oheying, 
And keep him chaste firom an infected strajing. 

Fran, de Med, I wish it may. Be gone : Void tlie 
chamber. [Exewnt aU hut MantieeUo and Francisco. 

Enter Bbaghiano and Flaminbo. 

You are welcome ; will you ait? — ^I pray, my lord, 
Be you my orator, my heart's too full ; 
111 second you anon. 

Mont. Ere I begm. 
Let me entreat your grace forego all passion, 
Which may be raised by my free discourse. 

Brack. As silent as i' th' church : you may proceed. 

Mont. It is a wonder to your noble friends, 
That you, having as 'twere enter'd the world 
With a free sceptre in your able hand, 
And having to th' use of nature, well applied, 
High gifb of learning, should in your prime age 
Nea)^ your Awfiil thr^nA fnr \\i^ o/^ft do^^Q 
Of fff^^ri^t\tLiPi bed. O, my lord. 
The drunkard after all his lavish cups 

account, other beasts watched his drinking, that they might judge 
of the purity of their bererage. In such estimation was this' 
counter-poison, that Andrea Bacci, a I'lorentine physician, relates 
it had been sold by the apothecaries for £2A sterling; per ounce* 
when the current yalue of the same quantity of gold was only 
iS2 6s. 3(2. Ambrose Par^, an eminent French surgeon, who 
flourished towards the end of the sixteenth century, exposed the 
cheat of its miack-salving vendors. What the Unicornis horn was 
supposed to be, what was sold for it, and the real unicorn as well 
as the fancied unicorn, are treated of largely by Sir Thomas 
Brown, Vulgar Errors, c. x. xiii. b. 3. 
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Is dry, and then is sober ! so at length. 
When jou awake from this lascivious dream^ 
Bepentance then will foUow, like the smig 
Plac'd in the adder's tail. Wretched are prinoea 
When fortune blasteth but a petty flower 
Of their unwieldly crownsy or ravisheth 
But one pearl from their sceptre ; b^t,^B|]ag.I 
WT^ga \h&^M wilful shipwreck lose good jame> 
All pn'nf»q1y fiflftfl j^ grish with their name. 

Brack. You have said, my lord. 

Mont. Enough to give you taste 
How far I am fr^m flattering your greatness. 

Bmch, Now, you tha Lare his second, what say you ? 
D o not like voun^ haw ^r^ fej^Vi «\ mv"^ '^^^"^ ; 
YwuL^ fflme flies fair, and for you. 

Fran, de Med, Do not fear it : 
I'll answer you in your own hawking phrase. 
^Sogae e agles tha t should gaze upon tne sun 
Seldom soar high, but take their lusttul ease ; 
SnoeJflLey fix)m dunghill birds their prey"can sei ze. 
You know Vittoria? 

Brack. Yes. 

Fran, de Med. You shift your shirt there. 
When you retire from tennis ? 

Brack. Happily.* 

Fran, de Med, H g:^husband is lord of a poor fortu ne. 

Brack. What of this? 
Will you urge that, my good lord cardinal. 
As part of her confession at next shrift, 

* fioppt'/y— haply, possibly. 
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And know finom whence it sails ? 

Fran, de Med. 8 | ^ is tout stnnnpe t 

Brack. Uncivil sir, there's hemlod: in thj famfli, 
A<J|)!»atTa |ek -Blander.- Were she A whore tflnine, 
AD thj lood cannons, and thj horrow'd Switzen, 
Thy galfiesy nor thy sworn confederateSy 
Durst not sopphint her. 

Fran, de Med. Let's not talk on tfannder. 
ThoQ hast & wife, our sister: would I had given 
Both her white hands to death, honnd and lodL'd fiut 
In her kst winding sheet, when I gave thee 
But one. 

Brack. Thou had'st giren a sod to God then. 

Fran, de Med. True : 

^ Thy ghostly fiither, with all his absc^ution, 

^ Shan ne'er do so by thee. 

Brack. Spit thy poison. 

Fran, de Med. I shall not need; lust cairies her ahaip 
whip 
At her own girdle. Lode to't, for our angv 
Is making thunder-bolts. 

Brack. Thunder ! in fiuth. 
They are but crackers. 

Fran, de Med. Well end this with the cannon. 

Brack. Thoult get nought by it, but iron in thy woanda* 
And gunpowder in thy nostrils. 

Fran, de Med. Better that. 
Than change perfumes for plasters. 

Bradi. Pity on thee! 
'Twere good you'd shew your slaves, or men condemnM, 
Your new-plowd forehead-defiance ! and 111 meet thee. 
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Eren in a thicket of tkj ablest men. 

Mont. My lords, joa shall not woid it any further 
Without a milder limit. 

Fran, de Med. Willingly. 

Brack. Have you prodaim'd a trimnph, that you bait 
A lion thus ? 

Mont. My lord ! 

Brack. I am tame, I am tame, mr. 

liran. de Med. We send unto the duke for conference 
'Bout levies 'gainst the pirates ; my lord duke 
Is not at home : we come ourself in person ; 
Still my lord duke is busied. But, we fear^ 
When Tiber to each prowling passenger 
Discovers flocks of wild ducks, then, my lord — 
'Bout moulting time I mean — we shall be certain 
To find you sure enough, and speak with you. 

Brack. Ha! # 

jpkm. de Med. A pi^re tal e of a tiih ! my wordn mt idle.^| 
But to express the o^»»»^^ W^^^^^iral Ttf^^ptn, I 

WrU gi stags grow melancndic youTl find the se ason, 

IkUer GiovAma. 

MmU. No more, my lord ; here comes a champion 
ShaQ end th^ difference between you both; 
Tour son, the prince Griovanni. See, my lords. 
What hopes you store in him ; this is a casket - 
For both your crowns, and should be held like dear. 
Now is he apt for knowledge ; therefiore know 
It is a more direct and even way. 
To train to virtue those of princely blood, 
By examples than by precepts : if by examples, 

vol.. II. D 
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Whom shotild he rather striTe to imitate 
Than his own father? he his pattern then. 
Leave him a stock of virtae that may kst. 
Should fortune rend his sails, and split his mast 

Brack, Your hand, hoj : growing to a soldier ? 

Oiov. Give me a pike. 

Fran, de Med, What, practising your pike so yoong, fair 
cousin? 

Qiov, Suppose me one of Homer's fix)g8, my lord. 
Tossing my hull-rush thus. Fray, sir, tell me. 
Might not a child of good discretion 
Be leader to an army ? 

Fran, de Med, Yes, cousin, a young prinee 
Of good discretion might. 

Qiov, Say you so ? 
I gdeed I have heard, 'tis fit a fg^e ral 
Should not endanger his ow n person o ft ; 
So that he make a noise wHen he's a'horsehack, 
Like a Danske^ drummer, — O, 'tis excellent ! — 
He need not fight ! meth ink s his hoige as well 
Mi yht1ead"^anarmvfor^E iSr IflW 
I'll charge the French foe in the very front 
Of all my troops, the foremost man. 

Fran, de Med. What ! what I 

Qiov. And will not hid my soldiers up, and follow, 
But hid them follow me. 

Brack, Forward lap- wing I 
He flies with the shell on's head.* 

Fh*an, de Med. Pretty cousin*! 

* DaiUke, — ^Danish. 

' i. e. ere he'Mpcarce hatched. 
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Giov, The first year, unde, that I go to war. 
All prisoners that I take, I will set free, 
Without their ransom. 

Fran, de Med, Ha ! without their ransom ! 
How then will you reward your soldiers, 
That took those prisoners for you ? 

Oiav. Thus, my lord : 
I'll marry them to all the wealthy widows 
That faJli that year. 

Fran, de Med, Why then, the next year following, 
You'll have no men to go with you to war. 

Qiov. Why then I'll press the women to Ihe war, 
And then the men will follow. 

M(ynt. Witty prince ! 

Fran, de Med. See fl^gio^ habit, ytyti^^ a fthfld a man, 
Whereas a had one makeli a man a beast. 
T^me, yuu and I lU'e liieuds. ' 

Brack, Most wishedly : 
like bones which, broke in sunder, and well set. 
Knit the more strongly. 

Fran, de Med, Call CamiUo hither. — 
You have receiv'd the rumour, htyr nnnnt ^iflflflir"^ 
la tum'd a pirate ? 

Brack, Yes. 

Fran, de Med. We are now preparing 
Some ships to fetch him in. Behold your duchess. 
We now will leave you, and expect from you 
Nothing but kind intreaty. 

Brack. You have charm'd me. 

{Exeunt Francisco, MoniiceUo, and Giovanni. 

' i. e./di/m. 
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Enter Isabella. 

Yon are in health, we see. 

hab. And alkive health. 
To see mj lord welL 

Bra/^ So : I wonder much 
What amorous whirlwind hurried jon to Borne. 

hah. Deyotion, mj lord. 

Brack. Beyotion! 
Is jonr soul charg'd with any grieyons sin ? 

hah. 1^ bnrden'd with too many ; and I think 
The oftener that we cast onr reckonings up. 
Our sleeps win he the sounder. 

Braeh. Take jour chamber. 

I$ab. Najy mj dear lord, I UkU not haye you angiy ! 
Bodi not m J absence from jon, now two months. 
Merit one kiss ? 

Braeh. I do n ot use to 1 
If tly4 w in diiBDosseBsyour j ealousy. 

hah. O mj loyed l<ntl, 
I do not come to chide : m j jealousy ! 
I am to learn what that Italian means. 
You are as welcome to these longing aims, 
A&J to jou a yirgin.^ 

Brack. O, jour breath ! 
Out upon sweet-meats and continued phjrsic, 
The plague is in them ! 

Imih. You haye oft, for these two lips. 
Neglected cassia, or the natural sweets 

* i. e. when first yon nuurried me. 
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Of the spring-violet : they are not jet much wither'd. 
M J lord I should he merry : these your frowns 
Show in a helmet lovely ; hut on me, 
In such a peaceful interview, methinks 
They are too too roughly knit. 

Brack. O, dissemhlanoe I^ 
Do you handy factions 'gainst me ?^hax£j!i2]Llfianit 

Tgy, ffi^^ of iy|f|ppi1flnf. lumAfiflflft f/> nnrnpUin 

Untog[purjupid»^ ? 

lioh. Never, my dear lord. 

Brach, Must T h e huntod o u t ? nr was't your trick 
To meet some amorous gallant here in Eome, 
Thai must supply our discontinuance ? 

Isah. I pray, sir, hurst my heart ; and in my death 
Turn to your ancient pity, ^though not love. 

Brack, Because y our brother is the corpulen t duke. 
That is, the great duke, 'sdeath, I shall not, shortly, x- 
Backet away five hundred crowns at tennis. 
But it shall rest 'pon record I I scorn him 
liike a shav'd Polack :^ all his reverend wit 
lies in his wardrohe ; he's a discreet fellow. 
When he's made up in his robes of state. 
Your brother, the great duke, because h'as gallies, 
And now and then ransacks a Turkish fly-boat, 
(Now all the hellish furies take his soul !) 
First made this match : accursed he the priest 
That sang the wedding-mass, and even my issue ! 

' Dissembling woman ! 

> Polander. In Moryson's Itinerary^ 1617, it is said, << The 
Poioniaiis thaoe all their heads close, excepting the haire of the 
forehead, which they nourish very long, and cast backe to the 
hinder part of the head."— Bbbd. 
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Itah. O, too too far yoa have cm'd ! 
Bmck. Tour hand IH kias; 

Henceforth ITl neyer lie with Aee ; bj dua, 
Thia wedding-ringy ITl ne'er more li e with thee ! 
And tihia dirnnan irhnll Irir na *^''y tftp^T*^ 
A a if the judge had doomed it> Faro you weD : 
Qy^^e yy ^ ai;e aerer^d. 

iMh. Forbid it, the aweet union 
Of all thinga blesaed I why, the aainta in heaivwi 
Will kmt their browa at that. 

Brack. Let not thy ly e 

^'^ ttf^ an unbdifiTgr^i ihja my yow 

With my repentance : let thy brother rage 
Beyond a horrid tempeat^ or aeo-fight, 

Itdb. Omy winding-sbgp t ! 
^DJT flb*^^^ ^ "ft ^ theej hittlity. Dear, my lord. 
Let me hear once more, what I would not hear: 
Never? 

Brack. Never. 

Isah. O my unkind lord I may your Bins find man^, 
Aa I upon a wofol widow'd bed 
Shall pray for you, if not to turn your eyea 
Upon your wretched wife and hopeful son. 
Yet that in time you'U fix ihsxa upon heaven ! 

Brack. No more ; go, go, complain to the great duke. 

Isah. No, my dear lord ; you shall have present witnesa 
ril work peace between j ou. I will make 

■ Intheflenfleofre/ctiMd. 
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Mjttitf the sotfaor of joor cmsed yow ; 

I h uaBOme ^niwt t^Anh^ yyn hnvfl nODO. 

filing it^ T l^PflAAftii jron- fif»r the weal 

Of Imdi jmiT ilnlrAilft|||o, ||g^yjrT^ wrpi^t thft 

Of grifh ^ p'p^'^**^^^ : let the fiudt 
B enuun with mv soppoged jealopg y. 
And think with what a ^teons and rent heart 
I ahall paform this sad ensuing part. 



EtUer'FRAXCiBco, YjsAmiseo, MoirncELSo, and Oamillo. 

Bra^ Welly take your course. — ^Mjhonoorahle brother ! 
liun. Sister! — ^This is not weU, mj lord. — Whj, 



She merits not this weleome. 

Brack. Welcome, saj ! 
She halli gi^en me^ a sharp welcome. 

Fran. Are jou foolish? 
Come, dry joor tears : is this a modest course 
To better what is naught, to rail and weep? 
GrTOw to a reconcilement, or, bj hearen, 
111 ne'er more deal between jou. 

Itab, Sir, JOQ shall not; 
No, though Yittoria, upon that condition. 
Would become honest. 

Fran. Was jour husband loud 
Since we departed? 

Isah. By my life, sir, no, 
I swear by that I do not care to lose. 
Are all these ruins of my former beauty 

supplied from an old interlineatioa in the 4to. of 1612. 
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Laid oat for m whore's triumph? 

Fran. Do you hear ? 
Lo(dL upon other wcnnen, with what patience 
Thej auffer these slight wrong^ and with what justice 
Thej study to requite them : take that course. 

Itab. O that I were a man, or th at I had pow er 

^0 l^^rTltiT my ftp|Wfthp^<ip<1 wirKph f 

I would whip some with scorpions. 

Fran. What! t um'd fury ! 
r Itah* To dig the stru mpet's eyes out ; Ic tAer lie 
Some twenty month's a dying ; to cut off 
Her nose and lips, pull out her rotten teeth ; 
j\ P^^eserre her flesh like mummia, for trophies 
v^ Of my just anger ! Hell, to my affliction. 
Is mere snow-water. By your fiftyour, sir ; — 
I Brother, draw near, and my lord cardinal ; — 
iSir, let me horrow of you hut one kiss ; 
^encefbrth IH never lie with you, by this. 
This wedding-ring. 

Fran, How, ne'er more lie with him ! 

iMh. And this diyoroe shall he as truly kept 
As if in thronged court a thousand ears 
Had heard it, and a thousand lawyers' hands 
Seal'd to the separation. 

Brack. Ne'er lie with me ! 

Itah. Let not my former dotage 
Make thee an unhelieyer ; this my vow 
Shall never on my soul he satisfied 
With my repentance : manet aUa mente r^pottwm. 

Fran. Now, by my birth, you ate a fooUsh, mad. 
And jealous woman. 
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Brack, Yoa see 'tis not m j seeking. 

Fran. Was this jonr circle of pure unicorn's horn, 
Yon said should charm jour lord ! now horns upon thee, 
For jealousy deserves them I Keep jour vow 
And take joor chamher. 

Isab. N09 sir, m presentlj to Fadna ; 
I win not stay a minute. 

Momt, O good madam ! 

Brack, Twere hest to let her haye her hnmoor ; 
Some half day's journey will bring down her stomachy 
And thffli shell turn in post. 

Han. To see her come 
To m yjord cardinal for a dispensatio n 
Ofhcr r a alr vuw, will Iwgel exteli e uL laug hter. 

Isab. Unkindness, do thy office ; poor heart, break : 
" Tlwae are the killing griefe, which dare not sp^ kJ*^ 

Mar. Camillo's come, my lord. 

Eater Camtllo. 

Ran. Where's the commission? 

Mar. 'Tishere. 

i^n. Give me tiie signet. 

Flam. My lord, do you mark their whispering ? I will 
compound a medicine, out of their two heads, stronger than 
gailick, deadlier than stibium :^ the cantharides, which are 
scarce seen to stick upon the flesh, when they work to the 
heart, shall not do it with more silence or invifflble cunning. 

* gttbhum — an ancient name for antfanony. — ^Bskd. 
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Enter Doctob. 

Brack. About the murder? 

Flam. They are sending him to Naples, but 111 send 
him to Candy.^ Here's another property too. 
Brack. O, the doctor I 

Flam. A poor quack-salving kna^e, my lord ; one that 
should haye been lashed for's lechery, but that he confessed 
a judgment, had an execution laid upon him, and so put 
the whip to a nonplus. 

Doc. And was cozened, my lord, by an arranter knave 
than myself, and made pay all the colourable execution. 

Flam. He will shoot pills into a man's guts shall make 
them have more yentages than a comet or a lamprey ; he 
will poison a kiss ; and was once minded for his nuister- 
piece, because Ireland breeds no poison, to haye prepared 
a deadly vapour in a Spaniard's fart, that should have poi- 
soned all Dublin. 

Brack. O saint Anthony's fire I 
Doc. Your secretary is meny, my lord. 
Flam. O thou cursed antipathy to nature ! Look, his 
eye's bloodshed, like a needle a chirurgeon stitcheth a wound 
with. Let me embrace thee, toad, and love thee, O thou 
abominable, loathsome gargarism,* that will fetch up lungs, 
lights, heart, and liver, by scruples I 

Brack. No more. — I must employ thee, honest doctor : 
You must to Padua, and by the way, 
Use some of your skill for us. 

■ A play upon the verb Cbui^, itself from eandeo, to Ueacb, 
make white. 
' Gargle. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



8C. I.] VITTORIA OOBOMBONA. 43 

Doc. Sir, I shall. 

Brack. But for Camillo ? 

Flam, I^i^^e^ thiff n^'g^tj fry "Pi^h a ugiy ^ stram, 
Men shall 8ttpp<M»>b iTn hy*Fi OMOL^ngine slain, 
jtm^ j^r your aacne sy death — 

Doc. I'll make Eer sure. 

Brack. Small miscbiefe are by greatflr T^iailft aflm^i-ft. 

Flam. Bemember this, you slave ; when knaves oome to 
preferment, they rise as gallowses are raised i'th' Low 
Oomitries, one upon another's shoulders. {jBlxeurvL 

^Momi. Here is an emblem, nephew, pray peruse it : 
Twas thrown in at your window. « 

Cam. At my window I •' "^ ^ 

H ge is a stag, my lord^ hath shed his horns, / q Jj^*-^^-^"'^^'^^ 

^^r % ^^ ^^"* "^ ^Vffii ^^^ r^r b^* ^*^r« • / 

The word, Inopem me copia fecit. — *^ 

Mont. That is, 
Fljntj ftf hnma bath mn^m hi"* pfMtr "^ ^"^a. 

Cam. What should this mean? 

Mont. I'll tell you ; 'tis given out 
You are a cuckold. 

Cam. Is it given out so ? 
I had rather such report as that, my lord, ** 

Should keep within doors. 

Fran. Have you any children? % 

Cam. None, my lord. 

Fran. You are the happier : 
111 tell you a tale. 

> Montioelflo, Camillo, and Francifico, having retired to the 
back of the stage on the entrance of the Doctor, here come forward 
again. —Collies. 
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Cam. Tnj, mj lord. 

F^an. An old tale. 
Upon a time PhoeboB, the god of light. 
Or him we call the Son, would need be married : 
The gods gave their consent, and Mercniy 
Was sent to yoice it to the general world. 
Bat what a piteous cry there straight arose 
Amongst smiths and felt-makers, brewers and cooks, 
Betters and batter-women, amongst fishmongers. 
And thoasand other trades, which are annoj'd 
B J his excessiye heat ! 'twas lamentable. 
They came to Japiter all in a sweat. 
And do forbid the bans. A great fiit cook 
Was made thdr speaker, who intreats of Jove, 
That Fhoebas might be gelded ; for if now. 
When there was bat one son, so many men 
Were like to perish by his violent heat. 
What shoold they do if he were married. 
A nd ahoald bege t more, and those children 
Make fire- ^fit^''^'* ^^'^'^ t«>f>oi-9 So say I ; 
' ^ply I will apply it t o yoor wife ; 
Her iasae , shoold not proviaence prevent it > 
Y W)ai J make both nature, time, and man repen t it. 

Mont. Look yon, coosin, 

g^^/jiMiy^ ftia o^f f^r nhsanPt ' t^ if jnnr absence 

Will blast yoor comacopia. Marcello 
I^'^oaen with yon joint commissioner. 
For the refieving our Italian coast 
From pirates. 

Mar. I am much honoor'd in't. 

Cam. But, sir. 
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Ere I letmiiy th g^stag^a horna may be sp routed 
Gieatertfaan thole ate ahecL 

Mont, 1)0 liOl Aau' it ; 
TH be jour laoger. 

Cam. You must watch iWnights ; 
Then's the most danger. 

liran. FateweQ, good Moroello : 
An the best fortunes of a soldier's wish 
Bring jou a ship-board, y 

Cam. Were I not bestfiiow I am tum'd sdidier. 
Ere that I leave mj wife, sell all she hath. 
And then take leave of her? 

MatU. I expect good from jou. 
Tour parting is so meiiy. 

Cam, Menjy mj lord ! a'th' captain's humour right, 
I am resolved to be drunk this night. lExeunt, 

Fran. So, 'twas well fitted ; now shaQ we discern 
H ow his wisW ab sence will give violen t way 
To duke 'Rffti»l»;«»w^^a Inof 

Mont. Wh J, that was it ; 

^^^Tiat ^■'V"-"^'^ pyrP^'^ "^"" nlinn1<1 im tunlrn choice 
Of him for a sea-ca ptain ? «nd^ hfl«idfla^ 

Count L odowick, which was rumoured for a pirate, 
la mam in A'adna. 

Hun. Is'ttrue? 

MotU. Most certain. 
I have letters from him, which are supjdiant 
To woik his quick repeal frxim banishment : 
Hie means to address himself for pension 
Unto our sister duchess. 

Fran. O, 'twas well! 
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We shall not want hia absence past six dftja : 
I fS un would hav e the dn ke Rrachiano r an 
I notorious scandal ; for there*s nought 



^InS ^ curst dotag;e^ to repu jir hjg "mw^t 
On ly the deep sense of some d eathless shame. 

'Mont. It may be objected, I am di^onomrable 
To play thus with my kinsman ; but I answer. 
For my revenge I'd stake a brother's life, 
JE at Demg wronged, durst not avenge him adl 

Fran, Gome, to observe this strumpet. 

Mont, Curse of greatness I 
Sure he'll not leave her? 

Fran. There's small pity in't : 
Like mialetoe on sear elms spent by weather, 
^f^^ h?"* g^***^^*^ *^ ^Ar, and both rot togethCT. [ExemU. 



ACT nL--ScsNB I. 

Enter Bbachiano, with one in the hahit of a eof^rer. 

Brachiano. 
JOW, sir, I claim your promise : 'ti.s dead mid- 
night, 
The time prefixed to show me, by your art. 
How the intended murder of Camillo, 
And our loath'd duchess, grow to action. 

Con, You have won me, by your bounty, to a deed 
I do not often practise. Some there are. 
Which by sophistic tricks, aspire that name 
Which I would gladly lose, of necromancer ; 
As some that use to juggle upon cards. 
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Seeming to conjorey when indeed they cheat; ^ vaO^*^ 

Others that raise np their confederate spirits ^'^^^'^ 

'Boot wind-mills, and endanger their own necks 

For making of a squib ; and some there are 

Win keep a cortal^ to shew joggling tricks. 

And ^ye out 'tis a spirit; besides these. 

Such a whole ream of almanack-makers, %are-flingerB, 

FeDowB, indeed, that only live bj stealth, 

Since tiiey do merely lie about stol'n goods. 

They'd make men think the devil were fast and loose. 

With speaking fustian Latin. Pray, sit down ; 

Put on this night-cap, sir, 'tis charmM; and now 

III shew you, by my strong commanding art. 

The circu mstance that breaks your duch ess' heart 

A duTtib Show. 

Enter stupiciously Juuo and Ohbistofhebo : they draw 
a curtain where Brachiano^s picture is; they pttt on 
epectaeles of glass, which cover their eyes and noses, and 
i hm hum perfumes afore the j^j^c^^^ ^rr^ •M^ntt'h iheUps 
of ije ^icture; tha idone, quenching the fire, andputting 
of ^ their speetades^ ^lev d epart laua/iina. 

Snier Isabella in her night-gown, as to bed-ward, with 
lights after her, count Lodoyico, Giovanni, Gum- 
Aktomio, and others waiting on her : she kneels down 
as to prayers, then draws the curtain of the picture, does 
thru reverences to it, and hisses it thrice ; she faints, and 

* This refers to Banks' celebrated horse, so often mentioned in 
old writers. The term eurtal was applied to a docked horse, or 
any cropped animaL 
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ipl'not suffer them to ^oms mar it; diesis torrow ex- 



p r^sed in Otavanni, and in count Lodovico, STies 
eonveyed^StVjhnndy: ■ — ' 

Brack. ExoeUent ! then she's dead. 

Con, ^ts^jLpoi^ned 
By the famed pict ure. 'Twas her custom nighdj. 
Before she went to hed, to go and visit 
Your pictore, and to feed her eyes and lips 
On the dead shadow : doctor Julio, 
Oheening this, infects it with an oil. 
And other poison'd stuff, which presentlj 
Did suffocate her spirits. 

Brack. Methought I saw 

Con. He was ; and hy my art, 
T gnd he did most passionately d oat 
Upon your duchess. Now turn another wayi 
AnH yifiy i;f|piiin^H fnf Tnrrnr pr^litfrHTit-r 
Strike louder, music, from this charmed ground, 
Pi V To yield, as fits the act, a tragic sound ! 

V/ Kr-^^<v^ ^^ second dumb Show. 

^P^ jMer Flaiomxo, Mabceixo, Camillo, with four more, 
as captains : they drink heaUhs, and dance; a vaulting 
horse is brought into the room; MareeHo and two more 
whispered out of ike room, while Flamineo and CamiUo 
strip themselves into their shirts, as to vault; they com- 
pliment who skaU begin; as Camillo is about to vauU^ 
Flamingo pitcheth him upon his neck, and, with the 
hdp of the rest, writhes his ruck about ; seems to %eeif 

' i. e. ingeniously contriYed. 
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it he hroJcCy and lays him folded dovhle, as 'twere under 
the horse; makes shews to call for help; Marcello (xymes 
in, laments ; sends for the cardinal and duke, who corns 
forth with armed m>en ; wonder at the act; command the 
body to he carried home; apprehend Flamineo, Marcello, 
and the rest, and go, as 'twere, to apprehend Vittoria, 

Brach, 'Twas quaintly done ; b i^i^ jet ea( ;^^ nirfinmstAnne 
I taste not fully. 
^. CW. O, 'twas most apparent ! 
ITou saw them enter, charg'd with their deep healths 
To their boon voyage ; and, to second that^ 
Flamineo calls to have a vaulting horse 
Maintain their sport ; the virtuous Marcello 
Is innocently plotted forth the room ; 
Whilst your eye saw the rest, and can inform you 
The engine of all. 

Brach, If^f^ma ^ ^X^]]f} f^f^ "Flnmin pn 

Con. Yes, you saw them guarded ; 
And now they are come with purpose to apprehend 
Your mistress, fair Vittoria. We are now 
Beneath her roof: 'twere fit we instantly 
Make out by some back postern. 

Brach. Noble friend. 
You bind me ever to you : this shall stand 
As the firm seal annexed to my hand; 
It shall inforce a payment. 

Con. Sir, I thank you. lExit Brachiano 

!Both flowers and weeds spring, when the sun 



And great men do great good, or els e great harm 
VOL. n. B 



t JSrachiano. | 

isyrarm, I^^JU^ 

arm. {^Exit. j!^~i\ 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Fbancibco de Mkdicis, and Momticielso, iheir 
Chancellor and Register. 

Fran. You have dealt discreetly, to obtain the presence 
Of all the grave lieger ambassadors,^ 
To hear Vittoria's trial. 

Mont, 'Twas not ill ; 
For, sir, jou know we have nought but circumstances 
To charge her with, about her husband's death : 
Their approbation, therefore, to the proo& 
Of her black lust shall make her infamous 
To all our neighbouring kingdoms. I wonder 
If Brachiano will be here ? 

Fran. Ofie! *Twere impudence too palpable. [Exewnt. 

Enter Flahineo, and Mabcello guarded, and 

a XiAWYEB. 

Lawyer. What, are you in by the week ?^ so, I will try 
now whether thy wit be close prisoner. Methinks none 
should sit upon thy sister, but old whore-maaters* 

Flam. Or cuckolds ; for your cuckold is your most ter- 
rible tickler of lechery. Whore-masters would serve, for 
none are judges at tilting, but those that have been old 
tilters. 

Lawyer. My lord duke and she have been very private. 

Flam. You are a dull aas ; 'tis threatened they have been 
very public. 

^ Itesident ambassadors. 

^ This phrase appears to signify an engagement for a time 
limited.— Stbbvens. 
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Lawyer, If it can be proved they have but kissed one 
another — 

Flam. What then? 

Lawyer. My lord cardinal will ferret them. 

Flam. A cardinal^ I hope, wlQ not catch conies.^ 

Lawyer. For to sow kisses, (mark what I say,) to sow 
kisses is to reap lechery ; and, I am sure, a woman that will 
endure kissing is half won. 

Flam. True, her upper part, by that rule ; if you will 
win her nether part too, you know what follows. 

Latvyer. Hark I the ambassadors are 'lighted. 

Flam. I do put on this feigned ggr b of mirth. 
To gull suspicio H. 

Mar. O my unfortunate sister I 
I would my dagger-point had c left her heart 
When she first saw Brachiano : you, 'tis said, 
WCTe"Sade Ma ^ngiiife, and hia stayaanglioi aei 
T^^^^m^n m y aister. 

Flam. I ^am a kindo f path 
To her, and mine own preferment. 

M&r. X owe rmn. 

Flam. Hiun ! thou art a soldier^ 
Eollowest the great duke, feed'st his victoiiea, 
As witches do their serviceable spirits. 
Even with thy prodigal blood : what hast got? 
!But, like the wealth of captains, a poor handful. 
Which in thy pakn thou bear'st, as men hold water ; 
Seeking to gripe it fast, the frail reward 
Steals through thy fingers. 

1 To eotufcatch, to chepit a simple person ; oonies (rabbits) being 
simple animals. — Nake^. 
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Mar. Sir! 

Flam. Thou hast scarce maintenance 
To keep thee in freah ahamois.^ 

Mar. Brother! 

Flam. Hear me: 

bus, wh en we have e ven poured ourselrea 
Into ffleat fightej^fer their amhi tiony 
O r idle spleen^ ho w shall we find reward? 
But as we seldom'^d'the misletoe 
Sacred to physic, or the builder oak,' 
Without a mandrake by it ; jo in oiir qnP°* ^^ gfff "j 
Ajftg^ rtip lyorest of thei ** fftf^**^ dinlilrfftffi 
^^ 'V llinh proffers, but at h eart it strikes ! 
This is lamented doctrine. 



Mar. Come, ( 

Flam. When age shall turn thee 
White as a blooming hawthorn 

Mar. m interrupt you : 
For love of Yirtue bear an honest heart. 
And stride o'er every politic respect. 
Which, where they most advance, they most infect. 
Were I your father, as I am your brother, 
I fenould noi be MBMlioUB lU 15SVg?ou 



Flam. I'll think on't. 
The lord ambassadors. 

IHere there is a passage of {he lieger ambassadors 
over the stage severally. 

' i. e. shoes made of the wild goat's skin. — Stsbvehs. 
* The epithet of " builder oak" is orisinally Chaaoer's : 
<< The hUder oke, and eke the harc^ ashe 
The piller elxne," ttc.—AM»embSe of FouUm. Coxxibr. 
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E^ier Fbsnch Ambassadob. 

Lawyer, O m j sprightl j Frendhman ! Do joa know 
lum ? he's an adminUe tiher. 

Flam. I saw liim at last tilting: he shewed like a pewter 
candlestick Cushioned* like a man in armour, holding a 
tilting staff in his hand, little higger than a candle of twelve 
i'th' pound. 

Lawyer. O, hut he's an excellent horseman ! 

Flam. A lame one in his loftj tricks; he sleeps a horse- 
hacky like a poulter.^ 

Enter English and Spaiosh. 

Lawyer. Lo you, mj Spaniard ! 

Flam. He carries his &ce in's ruff, as I have seen a 
serving-man carry glasses in a cypress^ hatband, monstrous 
steady, fi)rfear of breaking: he looks like theolaw of a blaok- 
birdy first salted, and then lm)iled in a candle. [JSreunf. 

TTie Arraignment of VrrroBiA.* 

Enter Francisco, Monticklso, the six lieger AmhaBea^ 
dors, Bbachiano, VrrroBiA, and a Guard. 
Mont. Forbear, my lord, here is no place assigned you. 
This business, by his holiness, is left 

■ Mr. Steevens oboerves, that the ancient oandlettioks frequently 
represented human figures holding the sockets for the lights in 
their extended hands. 

* pomiUr — ^poulterer. 

' A kind of crape. 

« '< This White Devfl," as she is called, is i 

Ltpiiiqffy^ A»9.r\mv < u the lightning t gh e ia dretsc 

p and |iflT rayftnge. In tne trial scone, in particular, her 

diynBnt tti>«»f 1^ thA q«A«ti^m |,^o» *i%a| g|lraj her 
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To our examination. 

Brack. Maj it thrive with jon. 

[Lay9 a rich gown under him, 

Fran. A chair there for his lordship. 

Brack. Forbear jour kindness: an unbidden guest 
Should travel as Dutch women go to church. 
Bear their stools with them. 

Mont. At jour pleasure, sir. 
Stand to the table, gentlewoman* Kow, signior. 
Fall to jour plea. 

Lawyer. Domine jvdexy eonverte oeidaa in hanepestem, 
mulierum corrupHssimam, 

Vit. What's he? 

I^an. A lawjer that pleads against jou. 

Tit, Praj, mj lord, let him speak his usual tongue, 
111 make no answer else. 

Fran. Whj, jou understand Latin. 

VU. I do, sir, but amongst this auditorj 
Which come to hear mj cause, the half or more 
Maj be ignorant in't. 
. Mont. Go on, sir. 

Vit, Bj jour favour, 
I will not have mj accusation clouded 
In a strange tongue : all this assembl j 
Shall hear what jou can charge me with. 

Fh^an. Signior, 
You need not stand on't much ; praj, change jour language. 

"^rtil^ *h^ ^earer s. Nothing can be imagined finer than the 
whole conducTBrnt conception of this scene, than her sceio-«£ii«cL__^ 
HCftiig^n ff^*^ y<^ liprgftlf. Th e_sinceritj of her senae of ga ilt tri- 
iiTifipVia rypftr fha hyg Qgrisy of their affected an<l oifacioi^ ntempt 
oCit.— Hazlitt, Lit&xtture dj the Age of jaUzaJbttk. 
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Mont, O, for God's sake— Grentlewoiiuuii jour credit 
Shall be more famous by it. 

Lawyer. Well then, have at jon. 

VU, I am at the mark, sir ; I'll give aim^ to jou. 
And tell you how near you shoot. 

Lawyer, Most literated judges, please your lordships 
So to connive your judgments to the view 
Of this debauch'd and dirersivolent woman | 
Who such a black concatenation 
Of mischief hath effected, that to extirp 
The memory oft, must be the consmnmation 
Of her, and her projections. 

VU. What's aU this? 

Lawyer. Hold your peace ! 
Ezorlntant sins must have exulceration* 

VU. Surely, my lords^ this lawyer here hath swallow'i 
Some 'pothecaries bills, or proclamations ; ^ 

And now the hard and undigestible words ^i%, 
Come up, like stones we use give hawks for phync. 
Why, this is Welsh to Latin.« 

Lawyer. My lords, the woman 
XnowB not her tropes, nor figures, nor is perfect 
In the academic derivation 
Of grammatical elocution. 

Fran. Sir, your pains 
Shall be well spar'd, and your deep eloquence 
Be worthily applauded amongst those 
Which understand you. 

' ** He who paee aAm, was stationed near the butts, to teO the 
archers, after eyery discharge, how wide, or how short, the arrow 
fell of the mark." — Nakes. 

* t e. this is a Welsh jargon, worse than his Latin. 




c,rV>^' 
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Lawyer, M j good lord. 
Fran, Sir, 

[Franciico speaks this as in scorn. 
Cry mercj, sir, 'tis buckram, and accept 
My notion of your leam'd verbosity. 

Lawyer, I most graduatically thank your lordship : 
I shall have use for them elsewhere. 

Mont, I shall be plainer with you, and paint out 
Vmiy fnllma Jn y^ft ye p ftturftl red and white 
Thftn that iip^p your oht^\. 

Vit, O, you mistake ! 
You raise a blood as noble in this cheek 
As ever was your mother's. 

Mont, I must spare you, till proof cry whore to that. 
Observe this creature here, my honour'd lords, 
A woman of a most prodigious spirit, 
In her effected. 

Yit, My honourable lord. 
It doth not suit a reverend -cardinal 
To play the lawyer thus. 

Mont. O, your trade instructs your language I 
You see, my lords, what goodly fruit she seems ; 
Yet like those apples^ travellers report 

' This aoconnt is taken from Maundeyille's Traoeh, ''And 
also the Cytees there weren lost, because of Synne. And there 
bes jden growen trees, that beren fulle fairt AppUi, and fairt of 
colour to bekolde; hut whoso brekethe henif or cuttethe Aem in iwOf he 
tchaUefynde within hem Colet and Cyndra ; in tokene that, be Wrathe 
of God, the Cytees and the Lond weren brente and sonken into 
Helle. Sum men clepen that See, the Lake Dalfetidee ; summe 
the Flom of Develes ; and sume that Flom that is ever stynkynge. 
And in to that See, sonken the 5 Cytees, be wrathe of God ; that 
is to seyne, Sodom, Gomorre, Aldama, Seboym, and Segor." — Rebd. 
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To grow where Sodom and Gromoirah stood, 
I will but touch her, and you straight shall see 
Shell fiiU to soot and ashes. 

VU. Your enyenom'd 'pothecary should do't« 

Mont. I am resolv'd,^ 
Were there a second paradise to lose, 
This devil would .betray it. 

Ft*. O poor charity ! 

^^MoWt. Who knows not how, when several night by night 
Her gates were chok'd with coaches, and her rooms 
Outhray'd the stars with several kind of lights ; 
When she did counterfeit a prince's court 
In music, banquets, and most riotous surfeits ; 
This whore forsooth was holy. 

VU. Ha ! whore ! what's that? 

Jfonl. Shall I expound whore to you? sure I shall; 
ni give their perfect character. They are first, 
Sweet-meats which rot the eater ; in man's nostrils 
Foison'd perfumes. They are cozening alchymy ; 
Shipwrecks in calmest weather. What are whores 
Cold Bussian winters, that appear so barren. 
As if that nature had forgot the spring. 
They are the true material fire of hell : 
Worse than those tributes i'th' Low Countries paid, \j 
^Exactions upon meat, drink, garments, sleep. 
Ay, even on man's perdition, his sin. 
They are those brittle evidences of law. 
Which forfeit all a wretched man's estate 
For leaving out one syllable. What are whores ! 

' i. e. oonvinoed. — Dtgb. 
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Thej are those flattering bells have all one tone. 
At weddings and at funerals. Toor rich whores 
Are onlj treasuries by extortion fiU'd, 
V And emptied by cors'd riot. They are worse, 
^^ Worse than dead bodies whidi are begg'd at gaUows, 
' ^ And wrought upon by surgeons, to teach man 
Wherein he is imperfect. What's a whore ! 
She's like the guflty counterfeited coin, 
Which, whosoe'er first stamps it, brings in trouble 
An that receive it 

Fit. This character 'scapes me. 

M<nU, You, gentlewoman ! 
Take from all beasts and from aD minerals 
Their deadly poison — 

Vtt. Well, what then? 

Mont. Ill tell thee; 
m find in thee a 'pothecary^s shop. 
To sample them all. 

jPV. Am. She hath liVd ill. 

Eng. Am. T rue. H ^ »^^ ^^irdiTiflr" *"" ^***^r 

Mont. You know what whore is. Next the devil adultery, 
Enters the devil murder. 

Fran. Your unhappy husband 
Is dead. 

Vtt. O, he's a happy husband ! 
Now he owes nature nothing. 

Fran. And by a vaulting engine. 

Mont. A n active plot ; he jump'd into his grave. 

Fran. tChat a prodigy was^t, 
That from some two yards' height, a slender matt 
Should break his neck ! 
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Mmt. I W rushes !i 

Fran, And what's more. 
Upon the instant lose all use of speech^ 
All vital motion, like a man had lain 
Wound up three days. Now mark each circumstance. 

Mont, And look upon this creature* was his wife ! \* 
S^e cqmes not like a widow ^ she come s arm'd NJ^T" 

With Rftorn apd impudence ; is this a moummg-hahit ? "^ 

Vit, Hi jd I foreknow n his Tleath, as you Huggest, 
J^^ ^ n ll^ ^"^"^ ^""plin mj TTiP ur"^^- ""^ — 

Mont. O, jou are cunning I 

Vit, You shame your wit and judgment, 
To call it so. What ! is my just defence 
By him that is my judge call'd impudence ? 
XiCt me appeal then from tnis Christian court.^ 
To the uncivil* Tartar. 

Mont, See, my lords. 
She scandals our proceedings. 

Vit, Hmnbly thus, 
Thus low, to the most worthy and respected 
Xiieger ambassadors, my modesty 
And woman-hood I tender ; but withal, 
So intangled in a cui*sed accusation. 
That my defence, of force, like Portia's,^ 

■ i. e. on the rushes, which then, in lieu of carpets, covered the 
floors of rooms. 

« (who.) 

' i. e. this Court ChruHan, the name, in England, o£ the Eccle- 
siastical Courts, where causes of adultery are cognizable. — Reed. 

* i. e. the savage, uncivilized. 

' The original has Perseus , an evident misprint. The emenda- 
tion was suggested to Mr. Dyce by Mr. Mitford, the allusion 
being to Shi^espeare's Merchant of Venice (1597). — Dtcb. 
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mi pereo na te masculine virtue^ To the point. 
Find me but guilty, sever head from body, 
W e^ll partg ood flJdBdfl ! I acufu to h6irmy life 
At jrniii^,^ M\y m an 'a ilitieal^, si i. 
Eng. Am, She hath a brave spirit. 
Mont. Well, well, such counterfeit jewels 
Make true ones oft suspected. 
Tit You are deceived : 
know, that all your strict-combined heads, 
Lch strike against this mine of diamonds, 
>hall prove but glassen hammers : they shall break. 
Tie se are but feigned shadow s of my evils. 
' lemfjT babes, my lord, with painted devils, 
; am past such needless palsy^ For your names 

< )f whnrft iLT^rl yy^|]|v^f>rA«ft fht^j pmna^ famn you, 

^s jf ft mt^n q{imi1H qpjt ayraJust the w ind ; 
rht ^Ith r^tnmn inV ^"^^ 

Mont. Pray you, mistress, satisfy me one question : 
Who lodg'd beneath your roof that fatal night 
Your husband brake his neck ? 

Brack. That question 
Inforceth me break silence : J was th ere. 

Mont. Your business ? 

Brack. Why, I came to comfort her. 
And take some course for settling her estate. 
Because I heard her hus band wa s in debt 
To you, my lor d. 

Mont, fliejras. 

Brack. And ^twas strangelv Je arM, 

Mrnvt. Who made you overseer ? 
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Brack. Whj, my charity^ my charity , which tthould flovrr 

To aiiphmiH Mill tu iwiiluHH. 

Brack, Cowardly dogs bark loudest : sirrah priest, 
I'll talk with you hereafter. Do you hear? 
The sword you frame of such an excellent temper, 
I'll sheathe in your own bowels. 
There are a number of thy coat resemble 
Your common post-boys. 

Mcmt. Ha! 

Brack, Your mercenary post-boys ; 
Your letters carry truth, but 'tis your guise 
To fill your mouths with gross and impudent lies. 

Serv, My lord, your gown^ 

Brack, T hou liest, 'tw as my stool : 
BestoVt upon tny master, ihat will' challe nge^ 
The redt a'th' houseboia-stuli; ; tor ikrachiano 
Was ne'er so beggarly to ta ke a stool 
Out of another's lodging ; let him make 
Yallance for his bed on't, or a demy foot-cloth 
For his most reverend moUe.^ Monticelso, 
Nemo me impwne lacessit. {_Eadt 

Mont, Your champion's gone. 

Vit, The wolf may prey the better. 

Fran, My lord, there's great suspicion of the murder. 
But no sound proof who did it. For my part, 
I do not think she hath a soul so black ^^ 
To act a deed so bloody ; if slie hav e. 
As in cold countries husbandmen plant vines, 

' Claim as due, • moilei — mule. 
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And with wann blood manure iUbaa ; efen so 
One summer she will bear muarbniy fruit. 
And ere next spring wither both branch and lOoL 
T^ act of blood let pass ; ^l y de^lae Bd 
To matter of inoontihence* ^ 
f ' Vtt. I discern poison 
Under jour gflded pilla. 

Mont. Now the duke's gone, I will produce a letter 
'Wherein 'twas plotted, he and jou ahould meel 
At an i^)Othecarj's summer-house, 
Down by the river Tiber, — ^riew't my lords,— 
Where after wanton bathing and the heat 
Of a lasdrious banquet — ^I pray read it, 
I shame to speak the rest. 

Vit. Grrant I was tempted; 
Temptatic m to lust proyeaj flLthe act : 
CMaest qfoam naaio m^anjU. 
You read his hot love to me, hot yoa want 
My frosty answer. 

MsmL Frost i'th' dog-days! strange! 

VtJt, C ondonn yon me for that the du ^ f <1 h^ »m>? 
So may you blam e some fiiir and crystal river, 
"Fof thid: ^i¥w> n jchui^liuhu distiiia tcd man 

Mwi. Truly drown'd, indeed. 
Ft<. Sum up my fiudts, I pray, and yoa shall find, 
ll That beauty and gay clothes, a meny heai^ 
And a good stomach to feast, are all. 
All the poor crimes that you can charge me with* 
In faith, my lord, y oa might ^ pjatd flies, 
Thr npflrt irnnld ba mgm noble. 
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Mont, Very good. 

Vit, But take your course : it seeing youVe beggar'd 
me firsty 
And now would faia undo me. I have houaeSy 
Jewels^ and a poor remnant of crusadoes ;^ 
Would those would make you charitable I 

Mont, If the d evil 

/^' •'. • — " — ~~ 

Vlt. You have one virtue left. 
You will not^flatter me. 

Fran, Who brought this letter ? 

Vit, I M P not cofl ffiqiB' ^ ^ ^^ J ^^' 

Mont, My lord duke sent to you a thousand ducata 
The twelfth of August. 

Vit, 'Twas to keep your cousin 
From prison ; I paid use* for't. 

Mont, I rather think, 
'Twas interest for his lust. 

Vit, Who says so but yourself? 
If YOU be my accuser, 
Pr ^y cease to be my ludy : come from the be nch ; 

Be moderato rs.^ My lord cardinal, 
WereyourmSlligencing ears as loving 
As to my thoughts, had you an honest tongue, 
I would not care though you proclaim'd them alL 

Mont, Go to, go to. 
After your goodly and vainglorious banquet, 

^ cnModoe*,— an old Portuguese coin, so called from the cross 
stamped on it. 
* £iterest. 
' Fresidents, Judges. 
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ini give you a choke-pear. 

Vit, A' your own grafting ? 

Mont. You were bom in Venice^ honourably descended 
From the Vittelli : 'twas my cousin's fate, 
III may I name the horn*, to marry you ; 
He bought you of your fiither. 

VU. Ha! 

Mont. Hr^ftnt th^ m in six mon ths 
TwHt? thtnfjf^n^ inratPi J^miI (to my acquaintai^oe^) 
Beceiv'd in dowry with you not one jul io :^ 
'Twas a hard pennyworth, the ware being so light. 
I yet but draw the curtain ; now to your pi cti^; 
You came from thence a moat notorious strumpet, 
2L nd so you have contjp iued. 

ViU My lord ! 

Mont. Nay, hear me, 
You shall have time to prate. My lord Bracbiano — 
Alas I I make but repetition, , 
Of what is ordinary and Bialto talk. 
And ballated,' and would be play'd a'th' stage, 
But that vice many times finds such loud friends. 
That preachers are charm'd silent. 
You, gentlemen, Flamineo and Marcello, 
The court hath nothing now to charge you with, 
Only you must remain upon your sureties 
For your appearance. 

Fran. I stand for Marcello. 

Flam. And my lord duke for me. 

Mont. For you, Vittoria, your public fault, 

* i. e. knowledge. 

* A coin of about six-penoe value. —BssD. 

* Made the subject of ballads. 
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Jorn'd to &' condition of the present tune. 

Takes from joa aH the froits of noble pitj. 

Such a ooimpted tnal have joa made 

Both of jonr life and beaut j, and been st jFd 

No less an ominous fiite than blazing stars 

To princes. Hear your sentence : vo n are confine d 

TTnfii at bP""^ ^^ <«*>yif ertiteft. i Ui4 your bawd — 

Flam. Who, I? 

Miml. The Moor. ^ 

Flam, (j, I am a sound man again. 

Vit, A house of convertites ! what's that? \ 

Mont. \ ko^e ol peiilltilll WliONih 

Vit. 9u IllB nubl^en m ^m& 
Erect it for their wives, that I am sen t 

Fran, " gpn must have patieng e. 
VU, I m^t ^^ have vengeance. 
T fun wmilil Iri^ftif 4f yon We yonr aalvjition 

TT^"*^i *^*^' T ^^ proceed thus. 

Mcnt. Away with her. 
Take her hence. 

VU. ^rape ! a rape ! 

Ifon*. H8rr — - — 

VU. Yes, you have raviahM justice ; ^J ^^i/IP-CCA 
BgcM her to do your pleasu re. U 

Mont, Fie, she's mad ! 

Vit, Die with those pills in your most cursed maw. 
Should bring you health ! or while you sit o'th' bench. 
Let your own spittle choke you ! 

Mont, She's tom'd fbry. 

VU, That the last day of judgment may so find you, 

VOL. n. F 
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And leave jou the same devil you were before I 
Instmct me, some good horse-leech, to speak treason ; 

\ ^[grA if. for ifnivt«f woman's poor revenge, 
Which dwells but in the tong ae t I will not weep ; 
^0, 1 do scorn to call up one poor tear 
To fawn on your injustice : bear me hence 
Unto this house of— ^what's your mitigating tide ? 
Mont. Of convertites. 

r 

Tit. It shall not be a house of convertites ;* 
My mind shall make it honester to m e 
Ttan the Pope's palace^_an d more peaceable 
Than thy soul, though thou art a cardinal. 
Know this, and let it somewhat raise your spite, 
"^"y jhrough darkness diamonds spread their richest light.i^ 

Enter Bhachiano. • 

Brack. Now you and I are friends, sir, we'll shake hands 
In a friend's grave together ; a fit place, 
Being th' emblem of soft peace, t'atone* our hatred. 

" This White Devil of Italy «>*a nte a. i%m^ fflpse so sjed QPgly j 



seem to se« *hftti "'«>*^^1«*a«' lK*«iity of h^r face which Im spires such 
ifiy nni^fi ^ence ipto her ; and are ready to expect, when she has 
done her pleading) that her very judges, her accusers, the grave 

m ake proflfer to de fend her in spite of the utmost conviction of 

hrir tyiiili. . UM i.lit^ rilm[iliiiiilM hi TU\u Quixote matee prott er'to^aiow 

the beautiful shepherdess Marcela, ' without reaping any profit 

out of her manifest resolution made there in their hearing.' 

So sweet and lovely does she make the shame, 

Which, like a canker in the framnt rose. 

Does spot the beauty of her budding name." 

C. Lamb. Spec. ofEng. Dram. Poeti, p. 229. 
* ^atoMy — ^reocmcile, i. e. bring into tune. 
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Fran. Sir, what's the matter? 

Braeh, I will not chase more blood from that loVd cheek ; 
You have lost too much already ; -fare you well. [Exit. 

Fran. How strange these words sound! what's the in- 
terpretation ? 

Fl^Olk^J^^kside.'] GK)od ; thi ^ is a preface to the disco very 
af fdin ii liiflh nn n' n dn n t h • hr c arries It well. Because now 
I can not counterfeit a whining passion for the death o f my 
la dy, I wfll feiyi a mad humour for the disgrace o f my 
ajgtfir *^ «.nH ^hftt w Jl keep off idle questions . Treason's 
tongue hath a Tillanous palsy in't ; I wiU talk to any man, 
hear no man, and for a time appear a pditic madman. 

Enter Giovanni, and Count Lodovico. 

Fran. How now, my noble cousin ? what, in black ! 

Qiw. Yes, uncle, I was taught to imitate you 
In yirtue, and you must imitate me 
In colours of your garments. My sweet mother 



^^fljL^- 




Fran. How? where? 

Giov. Is diere ; no, yonder : indeed, sir. 111 not tell you, 
For I shall make you weep. 

Fran. Is dead? 

Giov. Do not blame me now, 
I did not tell you so. 

Lod. She's dead, my lord. 

Fran. Dead! 

Mont. Bless'd lady, thou art now abore thy woes ! 
Wilt please your lordships to withdraw a little ?^ 

' To the ambassadors, who withdraw accordingly. 
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Oiav, What do the dead do, uncle? do they eat. 
Hear mosic, go a huntings and he merry. 
As we that lire ? 

Fran, No, coz ; they deep. 
Oicv. Lord, lord, that I were dead I 
I have not slept these six nights. When do they wake ? 

Fran. When God shall please. 
/^ Qiov. Good God, let her sleep ever I 
/ For I have known her wake an hundred nights, 
/ When all the pillow where she laid her head 
I Was hrine-wet with her tears. I am to complain to you, sir ; 
I I'll tell you how they have us'd her now she's dead : 
\ They wrapp'd her in a cruel fold of lead, 
\And would not let me kiss her. 
\Fran, Thou did'st love her. 

Oiov. I have often heard her say she gave me suck. 
And it should seem hy that she dearly lov'd me, 
Since princes seldom do it. 

Fran, O, aU of my poor sister that remains I 
Take him away for God's sake I [Exit Oiovanni. 

Mont How now, my lord ? 
Fran, Tii.iiiii>|i ^ j ^^^^^ ^^^^^}^\J^^'^^y^^'^^py.^^y^. 

A nd I shall keep her hlessed memory 
Longer than thousanTepttdphs. 

Enter Flamineo as distracted. 

Flam, We endure the strokes like anvils or hard steel, 

. Till pain itself make us no pain to feel. 

/ Who shall do me right now ? is this the end of service ? I'd 

rather go weed garlic ; travel through France, and he mine 

own ostler; wear sheep-skin linings, or shoes that stink of 
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blacking ; be entered into the list of the forty thousand 
pedlars in Poland. 

Enter Savoy Ambassadob. 

Would I had rotted in some surgeon's house at Venice, 
built upon the pox as well as on piles, ere I had served 
Brachiano! 

Savoy Amb, You must have comfort. 

Flam. "V^py^^inTnfnrte ble words are like honey: they 
relish well in your mouth that's whole, but in mihe that's 
wounded, they go down as if the sting of the bee were in 
them. O, they have wrought their purpose cunningly, as 
if they would not seem to do it of malice ! In t ^ysa pol i- 
tician imitates the deyil. as llie devil imitates a ca nnon; 
wheresoever he comes to do mischief, he comes with his 
backside towards you. ^ 

Enter French and English Ambassadqks. n N*' \xA 
French Anib. The proofs are evident. ^^3"^^^^ 

Flam. Proof! 'twas corruption. O gold, what fSgod art 
thou ! and O man, what a devil art thou to be tempted by 
that cursed mineral ! Yon diversivolent lawyer, mark him ! 
knaves turn informers, as maggots turn to flies, you may 
catch gudgeons with either. A cardinal ! I would he would 
hear me : there's nothing so holy but money will corrupt 
and putrify it, like victual under the line.^ You are happy 
in England, my lord; here they sell justice with those 
weights they press men to death with. O horrible salary! 
Eng. Amb. Fie, fie, Flamineo. 

' i. e. the equinoctiiil line. 
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Flam, Bells ne'er ring well, till thej are at their fall 
pitch ; and I hope jon cardinal shall never hare the grace 
to pray well, till he come to the scaffold. If they were 
racked now to know the confederacy : hat your nohlemen 
are privileged from the rack; and well may, for a little thing 
would pull some, of them a'pieces afore they came to thdr 
arrugnment. / Eeligion, O how it is conmiedled^ with 
policy I The^'mt hlood shed in^e world happened about 
rehgion. Would I were a Jew I ^y 

Mar. O, diere ore too many ! ^ 

Flam, You are deceived ; there are not Jews enough, 
priests enough, nor gentlemen enough. 

Mar. How? 

Flam* 1*11 prove it ; for if there were Jews enough, so 
many Christians would not turn usurers ; if priests enough, 
should not have six benefices ; and if gentlemen enough, 
so many early mushrooms, whose best growth sprang from 
a dunghill, should not aspire to gentility. Farewell : let 
others live by begging : be thou one of them practise the 
art of Wolner in England,^ to swallow all's given thee : and 

^ commedkd, — co-mingkd. To meddle, anciently, signified to fli» 
or mingle. — Stbbvens, 

' As to this Woolner^ we find in the Registers of the Stationers 
Company, edited by Collier for the Shakespeare Society, the fdL* 
lowing particulars i — 

<* M of Henry Denham, for his lycense for the pryntinge of 
a boke intituled pleasante tayles of the Ijfe of Richard Wolner/' 
[ Woolner, or Wolner, was a great humourist, and a greater eater, 
whose name became mroverbia]. '* Three meales of a lazirillo 
make the fourth of a Woolner," says G. Hervey in his Pierces 
Supererogation, 1593; and S. Rowlands in his Knave of Clubs, 
1611, has,— 

" Flying his victuals thus an hour at least. 
Like unto Woollier the same ravening beast." 

A droll, dry story is told of him in Taylor the water-poet's 
Wit and Mirth, 1629, which also found its way into Sir J. Har- 
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yet let one purgation make thee as hungry again as fellowB 
that work in a saw-pit. Ill go hear the screech-owl. {_Exvt, 

Lod. Thin wn^i TtrnrhiMin^n pandrr ; and ^'^ strange 
TliAi: I'n gn/»)i j^p^p^ and a-pparftnt grnilt 

Of hi s adulterou§ ,f''«^^^j ^<> ^'^^ ^***^^ 

So scandalous a pasaipn. I must wind him^^ 



r; and 'tis si 



Be-enier Ylamisbo. 

Flam. -TTnw AartHi 4h\a Kan^ftli'^ ^m\t Tftt^fll tO BomO, 

H is pardon not yet purchased ! I h^veh eard 

T^A <^^>5*<yflf ^ duchess pive him peni^ on. 

And that he came along from Padua 

rth' train of the young prince. There's somewhat in't: 

Physicians, that cure poisons, still do woriL 

With counter-poisons. 

Mar. Mark this strange encounter. 

Flam. The god of melancholy turn thy gall to poison, 
And let the stigmatic^ wrinkles in thy h/ce, 
like to the hoisterous waves in a rough tide, ' 

Tington's Bri^ View of At State of Ike Ckureh, 1653, and is there 
thus narrated:— << YHien he (Day, Bishop of Winchester) was 
first Dean of Windsor, theie was a singing man in the quire, one 
Wodner, a pleasant MloWy but fisunous for his eatii^ rather than 
his siimng, and for the swallow of his throat than for the sweet- 
ness ofhis note. Master Dean sent a man to reprove him for not 
singinfif with his fellows : the messen^r thoaght all were wor- 
sh^fo^ at least, that did then wear white surpliees, and told him, 
Mr. Dean would pray his worship to sing ! < Thank Mr. Dean,' 
quoth Woolner, * and tell him I am as merry as they that sing ! ' 
Which answer though it would have ofTended some men, yet, hear- 
ing him to be such as I have described, he was soon jncified." No 
copy of Denham*s publication regarding Woolner is extant ; its 
po|mhirit7, ^^ doubt, prevented its preservation, excepting when 
a joke, as in the instance just quoted, has been transmitt^ to us 
seoond or third hand. 
' Mtigmatiey i. e. marked as with a brand of in£uny.— Stbetens. 
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One Btill overtake another. 

Lod, I do thank thee, 
And I do wish ingenioual j^ for ihj sake. 
The dog-days all year long. 

Flam. How croaks the raren ? 
Is our good duchess dead? 

Lod, Dead. 

Flam. O fate I 
Misfortune comes like the coroner's business 
Huddle upon huddle. 

Lod, Shalt thou and I join house-keeping ? 

Flam. Yes, content : 
Let's be unsociablj sociable. 

Lod. Sit some three days together, and discourse ? 

Fhm. Only with making &oes ; 
Lie in our clothes. 

Lod. With faggots for our pillows. 

Flam. And be lousy. 

Lod. In taffata linings, that's genteel melancholy ; 
Sleep all day. 

Flam. Yes ; and, like your melancholic hare. 
Feed after midnight. 
We are observed : see how yon qouple grieve. 

Lod. What a strange creature is a laughing fool ! 
As if man were created to no use 
But only to shew his teeth. 

Flam. I'll tell thee what. 
It would do well instead of looking-glasses. 
To set one's fEK^e each morning by a saucer 
Of a witch's congeal'd blood. 

' ingeniously, for ingentum^. 
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Lod, Precious rogue ! 
Well never part. 

Ifiam. Never, till the beggary of courtiers. 
The discontent of churchmen, want of soldiers, 
And aU the creatures that hang manacled. 
Worse than strappadoed, on the lowest felly 
Of fortune's wheel, he taught, in our two lives. 

Enter Antonklli.^ 

Anto. My lord, I bring good news. The Pope, on's 
death-bed. 
At th' earnest suit of the great duke of Florence, 
Hath sign'd your pardon, and restor'd unto you 

Lod. I thank you t^^our news. Look up again, 
Flamineo, see my pardon. 

Flam. Why do you laugh? 
Thffl^ was no such condition in our covenant. 

Lod. Why? • 

Flam. You shall not seem a happier man than I : 
You know our vow, sir ; if you will be merry. 
Do it i'th' like posture, as if some great man 
Sate while his enemy were executed : 
Though it be very lechery mito thee, 
Do't with a crabbed politician's face. 

Lod. Your sister is a damnable whore. 

Flam. Ha! 

Lod. Look you, I spake that laughing. 

Flam. Dost ever think to speak ag^ ? 

> And with him Gaspare, though the entrance is not marked 
in the -quartos. 
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Lod, Do you hear? 
Wat sell me forty ounces of her blood 
To water a mandrake? 

Flam, Poor lord, you did vow 
To live a lousy creature. 

Lod. Yes. 

Flam. like one 
That had for ever forfeited the day-light^ 
By being in debt. 

Lod, Ha, ha I 

Flam. I do not greatly wonder you do breaks 
Your lordship leam'd 't long since. But I'll tell you. 

Lod. What? 

Flam. And 't shall stick by you. 

Lod. I long for it. 

Flam. This laughter scurvily becomes your face : 
If you will not be melancholy, be angry. { Strikes Mm, 
See, now I laugh too. 

Mar. YhvL are to blame : I'll force you hence, 

Lod, Unhand me. ^Exeunt MarceUo and Flamineo. 
That e'er I should be forc'd to right myself, 
Upon a pander I 

Anto. My lord. 

Lod, W had been as good met with his fist a thunderbolt. 

Oas, How this shews ! 

Lod. Uds'death I how did my sword miss him ? 
These rogues that are most weary of iheif hVes 
Still 'scape the greatest dangers. 
A pox upon him ; all his reput ation. 
N ay, all the g oodness of his family, 
Is not wortn halt thiJA ^JUiillprake ; 
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I leam'd it of no fencer to shake thus : 

Come, m forget him^ and go drink some wine. [Exeunt, 

SCENE m. 
Enter Ebancisco and Monticelso. 

Mont, Come, come, mj lord, nntie your folded thoughts, 
And let them dangle loose, as a hride's hair.^ 
Your sister's poison'd. 

Fran, Fjj,hft it from my tfamy hta 
Tp seek reyenge. 

Mont. What, ftrft yn^^ tUf"'*^ ^^ marble ? 

Fran, Shall I defy him, and impose a war. 
Most hurthensome on my poor subjects' necks, 
Which at my will I have not power to end ? 
You know for all the murders, rapes, and thefts. 
Committed in the horrid lust of war. 
He that unjustly caus'd it first proceed. 
Shall find it in his grave, and in his seed. 

Mont, That^s n9t *^>>^ /vwrwA T* j wjgli you; pray 
me. 
We see that undermining more prevails 
Than doth thf cannon. Bear your wrongs concea l'd. ^^ 
And, padent as the tortoise, let this came l 
Stalk o'er your bac k tmbruia'd ; sleep with the lion. 
And let this brood of secure foolish mice 
Play with your nostrils, f^i fii/> ^^^ ^^ -^^^ 
F or th' bloody audit, and the fatal gripe ; 
Aim like a cunning fowler, dose one eye, . '^ i 

*■ Brides formeriy walked to church with their hair hanging 
loose behind. — Steevens. 
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That you the better may your game espy. 

Fran, Free me, my iniio r*ntinft| frnm ^nahrronn acts ! 

I tn^^ f>iArft*a tViyT^il^r jnnAar ; and I'll stand, 

Like a safe ralley, which low bends the knee 
To some aspiring mountain : since I know 
Treason, like spiders weaving nets for flies, 
By her foul work is found, and in it dies. 
To pass away these thoughts, my honoured lord, 

liyTiArPin j ft^i have <|uoted, by intellige nce, .« 
T he names of aJl notorious offenders 

Mont, Sir, I do ; 
And some there are which call it jny black-bo ok. 
Well may the title hold ; for though it teach not 
T he art of conjuring, yet i 

I^an, Pray let's see it. 

M<mt I'll fetch it to your lordship. [Exnt. 

Fran. Monticelso, 
^ Till n^^ ^1^1^^ *^"^j ^^'* ^^ flfl TTijc plots 

I'll rest as jealous as a town besieg'd. 
Tto CftPflt "^ftti ^PPr^ ^^"^ '^ ^r.4^r| j^ act: 

M"Y flft-r g^pn TrJnHl^ji^ p^pp ifl g^|| again ^ 

But fyfttj ftl^w lipftfa^ Aiyl Inng will Vint, rfimftin. 



S2P- \ . 



Enter Monticelso, presents Euancisco with a hook. 

Mont. 'Tis here, my lord. 
Fran, First, your intelligencers, pray let's see. 
Mont. Their number rises strangely ; 
And some of them 
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YouM take for honest men. 
Kext are panders. 

These are your pirates ; and these following leaves 
!For base rogues, that undo young gentlemen^ 
£y taking up commodities ;* for politic bankrupts; 
For fellows that are bawds to their own wives, 
Only to put off horses, and slight jewels, 
Clocks, defac'd plate, and such commodities. 
At birth of their first children. 

Fran, Are there such ? 

Mont, These are for impudent bawds. 
That go in men's apparel ; for usurers 
That share with scriveners for their good reportage ; 
!For lawyers that will antedate their writs : 
And some divines you might find folded there, 
But that I dip them o'er for conscience' sake. 
Here*is a general catalogue of knaves ; 
A man might study all the prisons o'er. 
Yet never attain this knowledge. 

Fran, Murderers ? 
Fold down the leaf, I pray : 
Gt)od, my lord, let me borrow this strange doctrine. 

Mont, Pray; use't, my lord. ^ 

Fran. I do assure your lordship. 
Yon are a worthy member of the sta te. 
A nd have do ne infinite good in y our discov ery 
Of theseoffenders . 

Mont, Somewhat, sir. 7 

* TJgurers formerly defrauded necessitous borrowers by fur- 
nishing them with goods and wares, to be converted into cash at 
a great loss to the borrower. This was done to avoid the penal 
Statutes against Usury. — Beed. 
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Fran. OGodI 
Better than tribute of wolves paid in England ; 
'Twill hang their skins o'th' hedge. 

Mont* I must make bold 
To leare your lordship. 

Fran. Dearly, sir, I thank you : 
If any ask for me at court, report 
You hare left me in the company of knaves. 

\_Eafit MowtmUo. 
I gather now by this, some cunning fellow 
That's my lord's officer, and that lately skipp'd 
From a clerk's desk up to a justice' chair, 
Hath made this knavish summons, and intends, 
Afi th' Irish rebels wont were to sell heads, 
So to make prize of these. And thus it happens : 
Your poor rogues pay fior't which havo-not the means 
To present bribe in fist ; thp rpst n'tV J)and * . • 

Are raz'd out of the knaves' record ; or else 
My lord he winks at them with easy w ill ; 
'QoA man grows ridi, f fri ' In i ni e n arr the fr nnvpfi still. 
3ut to the use 111 make o f it; it sha ll serve 
Po point me out a list of murder ers, . 
vil1n,njc. Did I want 
'^en leash of courtezans, it would furnish me ; 
Nay, laundress three armies. That in so little paper ^ 
Should lie th' undoing of so many men I 
'Tis not so big as twenty declarations. 
See the corrupted use some make of books : 
Divinity, wrested by some factious blood, 
Draws swords, swells battles, and o'erthrows all good. 
To fashion my revenge more seriously, 
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Jjei me remember my dead sister's face : 
Can for her picture ? no^ 111 dose mine eyes, 
And in a melandiolic thought 111 frame 

Enter ^a beixa's g Jiost. 
Her Bgare 'fore me. Now I ha't — how str<mg 
Imagination works I how she can frame ' 

Things which are not ! methinks she stands af<H:e me^ 
And by the quick idea of my mind. 
Were my skill pregnant^ I could draw her picture. 
Thought as a subtle juggler, makes us deem 
Things supernatural, which have cause 
Common as sickness. 'lis my melancho ly. 
How cam'st thou by thy death ? — how idle am I 
To question mine own idleness !— -did ever 
Man dream awake till now? — ^remove this object; 
Ont of my brain with't : what have I to do 
"With tombs, or death-beds, frmerals, or tears, ^AjCa.*^^^ 
That haEa_to meditate upon reveng e ? [Exit Ghosts 

So, now 'tis ended, like an old wife's story. 
Statesmen think often they see stranger sights 
Than madmen. Come, to this weighty business. 
My tragedy must have som e idle mirth in't, 
ElseTt will never pa^ I am in love. 
In love with Corombona ; and my suit 
Thus halts to her in verse. — [He writes. 

1 have done it rarely : O the fate of princes ! 
I am so us'd to frequent flattery. 
That, being alone, '^y^SfW flftMf" "*yH^' 
But it wiU serve ; 'tis seal'd. Bear this / I ? 

' Supplied by Mr. Dyoe. 
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Enter Sbbvant. 

To the house of conyertites, and watch joor leisure 
To give it to the hands of CorombonA, 
Or to the matron, when some followers 
Of Brachiano may be by. Away. [Exit Servant. 

He that deals all by strength, his wit is shallow ; 
When a man's head goes through, each limb wiU follow. * 
The engine for my business, bold count Lodowick ; 
'Tis gold must such an instrument procure, 
With empty fist no man doth falcons lure. 
Brachiano, I am now fit for thy encoimter : 
Like the wild Irish, I'll ne'er think thee dead 
Till I can play at football with thy head. 
O- . : ^ ; 5 Flectere si nequeo su^eros, Acheronta movebo. [Exit 



ACT IV.— Scene I.* 
Enter the Matbon, and Flamineo. 

Matron, 
(HOULD it be known the duke hath such re- 
course 
To your imprison'd sister, I were like 
T* incur much damage by it. 

Flam. Not a scruple. 
The Pope lies on his death-bed, and their heads 
Are troubled now with other business 
Than guarding of a lady. 

> Supplied from the 4to. of 1672. 
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Which princes heretofore have loDg'd to gather, 
Wanting supporters, now should &de and wither." 
(Wine, i'faith, mj lord, with lees would serve his turn.) 
'^ Your sad imprisonment I'll soon uncharm. 
And with a princely uncontrolled arm 
Lead you to Florence, where my love and care 
Shall hang your wishes in my silver hair,'' 
(A halter on his strange equivocation !)^ 
** Nor for my years return me the sad willow, 
Who prefer hlossoms hefore fruit that's mellow?" 
(Botten, on my knowledge, with lying too long i'th' bed- 
straw.) 
'< And all the lines of age this line convinces ;^ 
The gods never wax old, no more do princes." 
A pox on't, tear it ; let's have no more atheists, for God's 
sake. 

Bra4ih. Ud'sdeath ! I'll cut her into atomies. 
And let th' irregular north- wind sweep her up. 
And blow her int' his nostrils : where's 1^ ^bgce^ 

Flam. What? what do you caTEer ? '^ 

Brdch. O, I could be mad I 
Prevent the curs'd disease^ she'D bring me to, 
And tear my hair off. Where's this changeable stuff? 

Flam. O'er head and ears in water, I assure you ; 
She is not for your wearing. 

Brack. No, you pander ? 

Flam. What, me, my lord? am I your dog? 

Brack. A blood-hound : do you brave, do you stand me? 

' Overcomes : a Latinism. \ 

* i. e. anticipate {prevenir) the consequences of the foul disease | 

she'll give me ; — one of which is, that the hair falls off. 
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Flam. Stand you I let those that have diseases run ; 
I need no plasters. 

Brack. Would . jou he kick'd ? 

Flam, Would you have your neck hroke ? 
I tell you, duke, I am not in Eussia ; ^ 
My shins must he kept whole. 

Brack, Do you know me?. 

Flam, O my lord, methodically I 
As in this world there are degrees of evils. 
So in this world there are degrees of devils. 
You're a great duke, I your poor secretary. 
I do look now for a Spanish fig, or an Italian sallet,^ daily. 

Brack, Pander, ply your convoy, and leave your prating. 

Flam, All your kindness to me, is like that miserahle 

' It appears from Giles Fletcher's Basse Commontoealthy 1591, 
p. 51, that, on determining an action of debt in that country, ^' the 
partie convicted is delivered to the Serjeant, who hath a writte for 
his warrant out of the Office, to carry him to the Praveush, or 
Bighter of Justice, if presently hee pay not the monie, or content 
not the partie. This Fraveush, or Eighter, is a place neere to the 
office : where such as have sentence passed agamst them, and re- 
fuse to pay that which is adjudged, are b^ten with great cudgels 
on the shinties and calves of tneir legges. Every forenoone from 
eight to eleven they are set on the Fraveush, and beate in this sort 
till the monie be payd. The aftemoone and night time they are 
kepte in chaines by the Serjeant : except they put in sufficient 
suerties for their appearance at the Fraveush at the hower ap- 
pointed. You shall see fortie or liftie stand together on the Pra- 
veush all on a rowe, and their shinnes thvs becudgelled and bebasted 
every morning with a piteous crie. If after a yeare's standing on 
the Praveush, the partie will not, or lacke wherewithal! to satisfie 
his creditour, it is lawful! for him to sell his wife and children, 
eythei: outright, or for a certaine terme of yeares. And if the 
price of them doo not amount to the fuU payment, the creditour 
may take them to bee his bondslaves, for yeares or for ever, ac- 
cording as the value of the debt requireth.^' — Eeed. 

' Beferring to the custom of giving poisoned figs or vegetables 
to those who were the objects either of the Spanish or Ituian re- 
venge. — ^Bbbd. 
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courteBj of Polyphemus to Ulysses ; you reserve me to be 
devoured last : you would dig turfe out of my grave to feed 
your larks ; that would be music to you. Come^ 111 lead 
you to her. 

Brack, Do you face me ? 

Flam. O, sir, I would not go before a politic enemy 
with my back towards him, though there were behind me 
a whirlpool, 

SCENE n. 

Enter to Vittobia, Bbachiano and Flamdobo.* 

Brack, Can you read, mistress? look upon that letter; 
There are no characters, nor hieroglyphics. 
You need no comment ; I am grown your receiver, 
God's precious ! you shall be a brave great lady, 
A stately and advanced whore* 

Tit. Say, sir? 

Brack. Come, come, let's see your cabinet, discover 
Your treasury of love-letters. Death and furies ! 
I'll see them all. 

Vit. Sir, upon my soul, 
I have not any, 'V\lience wa^ this directed ? 

Bra^h, Confusion on your pohtic* ignorance ! 
You are reclaim'd, are you ? I'll give you the bells,* 
And let you fly to the devil. 

Flam. Ware hawk, my lord. 

Vit. Florence ! this is some treacherous plot, my lord ; 
To me he ne'er was lovely,* I protest, 

* Conjecturally. .The old editions mark Enter Vittoria to Bra- 
chiano and Flamineo. 

* i. e. politicly feigned. • As to a hawk. 

* The 4to. of 1612 has ** thought on." 
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So much as in my sleep. 

Brach. Eight ! they are plots. 
Your heauty ! O ten thousand curses on't I 
How long have I heheld the devil in crystal I * ' '' 
Thou hast led me, like an heathen sacrifice, 
With music, and with fatal yokes of flowers, 
To my eternal ruin. Woman to man 
Is eitiber a god, or a w olf. 

Va. My lord. 

Brach. Away! 
We'll be as differing as two adamants, 
The one shall shun the other. What ! dost weep ? 
Procure but ten of thy dissembling trade, 
Ye'd furnish all the Irish funerab 
With howling past wild Irish. 

Fkm, Fie, my lord ! 

Brach, That hand, that cursed hand, which I have 
wearied 
With doating kisses ! — ^0 my sweetest duchess, 
How lovely art thou now ! — ^My loose thoughts 
Scatter like quicksilver : I was bewitch'd ; 
For^ t he world speaks ill of th ee. 

Vit, No matter ; 
111 live so now, I'll make that world recant. 
And change her speeches. You did name yomr duchess. 

Brack, Whose death God pardon I 

VU. Whose death God revenge 

^ How long have I beheld the devU in crygtal. The Beril, which is 
a kind of crystal, hath a weak tincture of red in it. Among other 
tricks of astrologers, the discovery of past or future events was 
supposed to be the consequence of looking into it. See Aubrey*» 
Miscellanies, (p. 154, Edition of 1857.)— aeei>. 
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On tlieCy most godles duke ! 
Flam. Now for ten w hiri w i ndg. 

^ Tit. \niat hjiTe I gmin'd bj thee, Imt infiunj? 
Thoa hast stainM the spotleg h wuir of m y homey 

>Aiid inghted ihenoeroble society : 
like thoee, which sick o*th' paLsy, and retain 
m-scenting foxes IxMit them, are still shnnnM 
By those of dioicer nostrils. l^Hiat do yon call this honse? 
Is this your palace? did not Aejpd ge a^ de it 
A boose of penitent^gfaores ? ^^ sent me to it? 



\llio h^ Jthe honoor to adva^ eVittoiia 
To &isJncgntinent_coHege ? is't not yon ? 
Is't not yoor high pefennent? go, go, brag 
r^^^^ How many ladies yon hare undone like me. 
*X^^ /F**® you w^, sir ; lefme hSir no more of yoa ! 
."vj"' ' I had a limb ooimpted to an nlo^, 

j Bnt I have cot it off; and now IH go 

Weeping to heayen on cratches. For your gifts, 

I win return them all, and I do wish 

That I could make yoa fuD executor 

To all my sins. O that I could toss myself 

Into a grave as quickly ! for aD thou art worth 

111 not shed one tear more — ^m burst first. 

[She throws henelfupon a hed. 
Brack. I have drunk Lethe : Yittoria! 
My dearest happiness ! Yittoria ! 
What do you ail, my love? why do you weep? 
Vit. Yes, I now weep poniards, do you see ? 
Brack. Are not those matchless eyes mine? 
Vit. I had rather 
They were not matchless. 
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Brach, Is not this lip mine? 

Tit. Yes ; thus to bite it off, rather than give it thee. 

Flam. Turn to my lord, good sister. 

Vtt, Hence, you pand^ ! 

Mam. Pander ! am I the author of your sin ? 

VU. Yes ; he's a base tMef that a thief lets in. 

Flam. We're blown up, my lord. 

Brack. Wilt thou hear me ? 
Onoe to be jealous of thee, is t'express 
That I will love thee everlastingly. 
And never more be jealous. 

Vit. O thou fool, 
Whose greatness hath by much o'ergrown thy wit I 
What dar'st thou do, that I not dare to suffer, 
Excepting to be still thy whore ? for that. 
In the sea's bottom sooner thou shalt make 
A bonfire. 

Flam. O, no oaths, for God's sake ! 

Brack. Will you hear me ? 

Vit. Never. 

Flam. What a damn'd imposthume is a woman's will ! 
Can nothing break it ? Fie, ^<&^ my lord. 
Women are caught as you take tortoises. 
She must be tum'd on her back [Aside]. — Sister, by this 

hand 
I am on your side — Come, come, you have wrong'd her : 
What a strange credulous man were you, my lord, 
To think the duke of Florence would love her ! 
Will any mercer take another's ware 
When once 'tis tows'd and sullied ? And yet, sister, 
How scurvily this forwardness becomes you ! 
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Young leyerets staad not long, and women's anger 
Should, like their flight, procure a little sport ; 
A full cry for a quarter of an hour, 
And then he put to th' dead quat.^ 

Brack, Shall these eyes. 
Which have so long time dwelt upon your face. 
Be now put out? 

Flam. No cruel landlady i'th' world. 
Which lends forth groats to hroom-men, and takes use 
For them, would do't. 

Hand her, my lord, and kiss her : he not like 
A ferret, to let go your hold with Mowing. 

Brack. Let us r^iew right hands. 

Vit. Hence! 

Brack, Never shall rage, or the forgetful wine. 
Make me commit like fault. 

Ilam, Now you are i'th' way on% follow't hard. 

Brack, Be thou at peace with me, let all the world 
Threaten the cannon. 

Mark his penitence ; 
I Best natures do ^ag ait the grosses t faults, 
WbenlE gy^egiven o'er to jealousy, as^ est wine. 
Dyin g, makes strongest vi negar. I'll tell you : 
I The sea's more rough and raging than calm rivers, 
3ut not so sweet, nor wholesome. A quiet woman 
> a stall water under a great hridge ; 
^ man may shoot* her safely. 

* Quat — a corruption of squat, 

* To thnot the bridge was a term used hy watermen, to signify 
going through London-bridge at the turning of the tide. The 
vessel then went with great velocity, and from thence it probably 
was called thooting. — Rebb. 
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Vit* yr tlinnrnibling mm ! 

Flam. We suck'd that, sister, 
From women's breasts, in our first infancy. 

VU. To add misery to misery ! 

Braeh. Sweetest! 

VU, Am I not low enough ? 
Ay, ay, your good heart gathers like a snow-ball, 
Now your affection's cold. 

Flam, Ud'sfoot, it shall melt 
To a heart again, or all the wine in Bome 
Shall run o'th' lees for't. 

VU. Your dog or hawk should be rewarded better 
Than I have been. I'll speak not one word more. 

Flam. Stop her mouth 
Wiik a sweet kiss, my lord. So, 
Now the tide's tum'd, the vessel's come about. 
He's a sweet armful. O, we curl-hair'd men 
Are still most kind to women I This is well. 

Brack. That you should chide thus I 

Hum. O, sir, your little chimnies 
Do ever cast most smoke ! I sweat for you. 
Couple together with as deep a silence, 
As did the Grecians in their wooden horse. 
My lord, supply your promises with deeds ; 
You know that painted meat no hunger feeds. 

Brack. Stay, ingratefid Rome — * 

Flam. Eome ! it deserves to be call'd Barbary, 
For our villanous usage. 

Brack. Soft ; the same project which the duke of 
Florence, 

* I suspect we should read " Stay in ingrateful Borne ! " — ^Dtcb. 
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(Whether m love or guUety I know not,) 
Laid down for her escape, will I pursue. 

Flam. And no time fitter than this night, my lord. 
The Pope being dead, and all the cardinals enter'd 
The oonchiye, for th' electing a new pope ; 
The city in a great con^ion ; 
We may attire her in a page's suit. 
Lay her post-horse, take shipping, and amain 
For Padua. 

Branch, I'll instantly steal forth the prince Giovanni, 
And make for Padua. You two with your old mother. 
And young Marcello that attends on Florence, 
If you can work him to it, follow me : 
I will advance you all ; for you, Yittoria, 
Think of a duchess' title. 

Flam. Lo you, sister I 

Stay, my lord ; I'll tell you a tale. The crocodile, which 

lives in the river Nilus, hath a worm breeds i'th teeth oft, 

which puts it to extreme anguish : a little bird, no bigger 

V than a wren, is barber-surgeon to this crocodile ; flies into 

^'the jaws oft, picks out the worm, and brings present re- 

^^ medy. The fish, glad of ease, but ingratefiil to her that 

^ did it, that the bird may not talk largely of her abroad for 

'^^ non-payment, closeth her chaps, intending to swallow her, 

and so put her to perpetual silence. But nature, loathing 

such ingratitude, hath armed this bird with a quill or prick 

on the head, top o'th' which wounds the crocodile i'th' 

mouth, forceth her open her bloody prison, and away flies 

the pretty tooth-picker from her cruel patient. 

Brack, Your application is, I ha>v$.jiotHpewarded 
The service you have done me. 
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Ham, No, my lord. 
You, sister, are .ihfi-iaaco^le^ou are blemished in your 
fame, my lord cur esJtj^ftTii^ ^honj^h t,1ift mppanann hold 
not in every pftrfiVlAj yet ohservt^ , re member, what g ood 
the bird lyifV' ^li^»-pr*A]c-a!£K' 1^^^^ tmili done you^ and scorn W^-VjjO-^ 
ingratitude. ^--....^^^ /^vS^"^^ 

It may appear to some ridiculous ^ t * 

Thus to talk knave and madman, and sometimes i-^ / Vy^^^^ 
Come in with a dried sentence, stuft with s|^ge: ^ ( \ AAjX^^ 
But this ajlnwH my varying ^f ahapea - >^\SS^^i^ V\/ 
Knaves do grow great by being great men ^s apes. Wj 

SCENE in. 

Enter Fbancisco, Lodovico, Gaspabo, and six 
Ambassadors,, 

Fran, So, my lord, I commend your diligence. 
Guard well the conclave ; and, as the order is, 
Let none have conference with the cardinals. 

Lod, I shall, my lord. Boom for the ambassadors. 

Qmp. They're wondrous brave ^ to-day: why do they 
wear 
These several habits ? 

Lod, O, sir, they're knights 
Of several orders : 

That lord i'th' black cloak, with the silver cross. 
Is knight of Ehodes ; the next, knight of St. Michael ; 
That, of the Golden Fleece ; the Frenchman, there. 
Knight of the Holy Ghost ; my lord of Savoy, 

» Fine. 
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Knight of th' Annunciation ; the Englishman 

la knight of th' honour'd Gurter, dedicated 

Unto their Saint, St. George. I could describe to you 

Their several institutions, with the laws 

Annexed to their orders ; but that time 

Permits not such discoveiy. 

Fran, Where's count Lodowick ? 

Lod, Here, my lord. 

Fran. 'Tis o'th' point of dinner time ; 
Marshal the cardinab' service. 

Lod. Sir, 1 shall. 

Erder Sebvants, %uilh several dishes covered* 

Stand, let me search your dish. Who's this for ? 

Servant, For my lord cardinal Monticelso. 

Lod, Whose this ? 

Servant, For my lord cardinal of Bourbon. 

Fr, Amb, Why doth he search the dishes ? to observe 
What meat is drest? 

Eng, Amb. No, sir, but to prevent 
Lest any letters should be conve/d in, 
To bribe or to solicit the advancement 
Of any cardinal. When first they enter, 
'Tis lawful for the ambassadors of princes 
To enter with them, and to make their suit 
For any man their prince affecteth best ; 
But after, till a general election, 
No man may speak with them. 

Lod, You that attend on the lord cardinals. 
Open the window, and receive their viands. 
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Cardinal [unffiin]. You must return the service : the 
lord cardinals 
Are busied 'bout electing of the Pope ; 
They have given o'er scrudnj, and are Men 
To admiration.^ 

Lod. Away, away. 

Ihin, I'll lay a thousand ducats you hear news 
Of a Pope presently. Hark ; sure he's elected : 
Sehold, my lord of Arragon appears 
On the church battlements. 

[^A Cardinal on the terrace, 

Arragon, Dentmtio vohis gaudium magnum: Beve- 
rendissimvs eardinoMs Lorenzo de Monticelso electus est in 
sedem apostolicam, et elegit aibi nomen Patdum Quartum.^ 

Omnes. Vivat sanctus pater Paidus QuartusI 

Servant, Vittoria, my lord — 

Fran. Well, what of her ? 

Servant. Is fled the city. 

Fran. Ha! 

Servant. With duke Brachiano. 

Fran. Pled ! where's the prince Giovanni ? 

Servant. Gone with his father. 

Iran. Let the matrona of the convertites 
Be apprehended. Fled? O damnable I 
How fortunate are my wishes I whj, 'twas this 
I only lab our'd : I did send the letter 
T'instmct.bj m what to d 0| T^y f^mP'^ fnr^il Hnkftj 
I first have pois^ i^ ; directed thee the way 

* So in the quartos. The sense must be inferred firom the con- 
text. 

' Mr. Dyce points out that the name of Paul IV. was not Mon- 
ticelso, bat Cariaffa. 
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To ];pftrry g. wVyft|»o ; wtii^t, ^^p K^wnrflA 9 this follows: 
The hand must act to drown the passionate tongue, 
I scorn to wear a sword and prate of wrong. 

Enter Monticslso in state. 

Mont. Concedimus vobis apostolicam henedieiumem, et 
remissionem peecatorum. 
Mj lord reports Yittoria Coromhona 
Is stol'n from forth the house of convertites 
By Brachiano, and they're fled the city, I 

Now, though this he th^ "first day of ou r seat, v •**" 

We cannot better please the divine power, tj^^^^ 
Than to sequester from The holy chu rch 
Thfise-caiEsed persons. Make it therefore known, 
We do denounce exconununication 
AgainstihemJiotb^: all that are theirs in Borne 
We likewise banish. Set on. [JSri*. 

Fran. Come, dear Lodovico ; 

You have t^^ftn fliA an/*mmflnt |ft ymaAimte 

l^jn ^ri(ipA murder . 

Lod, With all constancy. 
But, sir, I wonder you'll engage yourself 
In person, being a great prince. 

Fran. Divert me not. 
Most of his court are of my faction, 
And some are of my council. Noble friend. 
Our danger shall be like in this design : 
Give leave part of the glory may be mine. 

lExit Francisco. 
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I J fflOW tliat thou art fashioned for all i ll, 
Ijke dogs, that once get blood, theyU e yer kill. 
' About some murder, waa^t not ? 

Lod. I'll not tell jou : 
And yet I care not greatly if I do ; 
Marry^ with this preparation. Holy father^ 
I come not to you as an intelligencer,^ 
But as a penitent sinner : what Ijitter 
Is in confession merely ; which, you know, 
Mu st^ never be reve^ 'd. 

M(yni, You have o'erta'en me. 
I wvj\i^^^^<k>'^^~^-^<^« Sir, I did love Brachiano's duchess dearly. 
Or rather I pursued her with hot lust. 
Though she ne'er knew on't. She was poison'd ; 
Upon my soul she was : for which I have sworn 
T'avenge her murder, 
y MonU To the duke of Florence ? 

^ Lod. To him I have. 

MotU, Miserable creature ! 
If thou persist in this, ' tis damna ble, 
jbost thou imagine, thou canst slide on blood. 
^n<1 nnf. | )e tainted with a sham eful fall ? 
Or, like the black and melancholic yew-tr ee. ^ 
Dost think to root thyself in dead men's graves. 
And yet to prosper ? Instruction to thee 
Comes like sweet showers to o'er-harden'd ground ; 
They wet, but pierce not deep. And so I leave thee,- 
With all the furies hanging 'bout thy neck. 
Till by thy penitence thou remove this evil. 
In conjuring from thy breast that cruel devil, [ExU, 

* Informer. 
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Besides I did expect his suffrage, \ NlV 

Bj reaso nof CamiUo^s death ,. y^ 

Enter Sebvant and Francisco. 

Fran. Do you know that count ? 

Servant. Yes, my lord. 

JFran. Bear him these thousand ducats to his lodging ; 
Tell him the Pope hath sent them. Happily* 
That^wJtLfiflSfi raa^more ^ ana}] th^ r^flf , [JS^i<. 

Servant. Sir. 

Zoc?. To n^e, sir ? 

Servant. His Holiness hath sent you a thousand crowns, 
And wills you, if you travel, to make him 
Your patron for inteUigence. 

Lod. His creature ever to be commanded. — 
"Why now 'tis come about. He railed upon me ; 
And yet these crowns were told out, and laid ready. 
Before he knew my voyage. O the art, 
The modest fprm of gg'^ atness ! th at do sit, 
Xiike brides at wedding-dinners, with their looks tum'd 
Prom the least wanton jest, their puling stomach 
Sick of the modesty, when their thoughts are loose, 
lEven acting of those hot and lustful sports 
Are to ensue about midnight : such his cunning ! 
He wmmda TYiy d^pth thna wifli n golden jju mmet. 
I am doubly armM now. K ow to th' act of blood, 
lucre's but three furies found in spaciousliell. 
But in a great man's breast three thousand dwell. [^Eant. 

* Perchance. 
VOL. n. H 
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SCENE IV. AT Padua. 
\ A passage over the stage of Brachiano, Flamineo, Mab- 

CELLO, HOBTENSIO, CoBOMBONA, CoBNELIA, ZaNCHE, 

and others : Flamineo arid Hortensio remain. 

Flam, In all the weary minutes of my life. 
Day ne'er broke up till now. This marriage 
Confirms me happy. 

Hort. 'Tis a good assurance. 
Saw you not yet the Moor that's come to court? 

Ilam. Yes, and conferred with him i'th' duke's closet. 
I have not seen a goodlier personage, 
Nor ever taJk'd with man better experienced 
In state affairs, or rudiments of war. 
He hath, by report, serv'd the Venetian 
In Candy these twice seven years, and been chief 
In many a bold design. 

Hort. What are those two 
That bear him company ? 

Flam, Two noblemen of Hungary, that, living in the 
emperor's service as commanders, eight years since, con- 
trary to the expectation of all the court, entered into re- 
ligion, into the strict order of Capuchins ; but, being not 
well settled in their undertaking, they left their order, and 
returned to court; for which, being after troubled in con- 
science, they vowed their service against the enemies of 
Christ, went to Malta, were there knighted, and in their 
return back, at this great solemnity, they are resolved for 
ever to forsake the world, and settle themselves here in a 
house of Capuchins in Padua. 
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Hort. 'Tis strange. 

Flam. One thing makes it so : they have voVAfiiLfiier 
to wear, npTf, fhoir KftTA hoilipifl, t,hofle, i^ats o fmail they 
serve d in. 

Hort, Hard penance ! 
Is thfi MnoE-a-^ii gtian ? 

Flam, He is. 

Hort. Why proffers he his service to our duke? 

Flam. Because he understands there's like to grow 
Some wars hetween us and the duke of Florence, 
In which he hopes employment. 
I never saw one in a stem hold look 
Wear more conmiand, nor in a lofty phrase 
Express more knowing, or more deep contempt 
Of our slight airy courtiers. He talks 
As if he had travell'd all the princes' courts 
Of Christendom : in all things strives t'express, 
That all, that should dispute with him, may know. 
Glories, like glow-worms, afar off shine hright. 
But look'd to near, have neither heat nor light. 
The duke. 

Enter Bbachiano, Francisco disguised like Muunassab, 
LoDOvico and Gaspabo, hearing their swords, their 
helmets down, Antonslu, Fabnssb. 

Brack, You are nobly welcome. We have heard at full 
Your honourable service 'gainst the Turk. 
To you, brave Mulinassar, we assign 
A competent pension : and are inly sorry. 
The vower of th o s e two worthy gentlapi en 
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Your wish is, you mftj:leave_your warlik e^ sworda 

FS" monuments in our chapel : I accept it, 

Ab a great honour done me, and must craye 

Your leave to furnish out our duchess' revels. 

Only one thing, a« the last vanity 

You e'er shall view, deny me not to stay 

To see a harriers^ prepared to-night : 

You shall have private standings. It hath pleas'd 

The great amhassadors of several princes. 

In their return from Borne to their own countries. 

To grace our marriage, and to honour me 

With such a kind of sport. 

Fran. I shall persuade them to stay, my lord. 
Brack}' Set on there to the presence. 

[ExevaU BraMano, Flamineo, and Hortendo. 
Lod. Noble my lord, most fortunately welcome ; 

[The conspirators here embrace. 
You have our vows, seal'd with the sacrament, 
To second your attempts. 

Oas. And all things ready; 
He could not-haifiJnj^atedJbisown ruin 
(Hjad.he de spaired) with more proprie ty. 
Lod. You would not take my way. 
Fran. 'Tis better order'd. 

^Ijod. T' have poison'd his prayer-book, or a pair of beads, 
The pummel of his saddle, his looking-glass^ 
)r th' handle of his racket, — that, that ! 
iThat while he had been bandying at tennis, 
le might have sworn himself to hell, and strook 

* Tilting-match. 

* A correction by Mr. Dyce. The quartos all give the line to 
Francisco. 
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^ C/. ^-v-^X ^.^- 

His soul into the hazard ![ O, my lord, 'J - a i 

I would have our plot be ingenious. 

And have it hereafter recorded for example, 

Kather than borrow example. 

Fran. There's no way 
More speeding than this thought on. 

Lod. On then* 

Fran. And yet me^ inks that this revenge is poor, 
"RftpAiiRft it atPAiR iipnn ^im V\f^ p ^hi?f • 
To have ta'en him by the casque in a pitch'd field, 
Led him to Florence — 

Lod. It had been rare : and there 
E[aye crown'd him with a wreath of stinking garlic ; 
T' have shown the sharpness of his government, 
And rankness of his lust. Flaminep comes. 

[Exeunt Lodovico, AntonelU, and Ocuparo. 

Enter Flamineo, Mabcello, and Zanche. 

Mar, Why doth this devil haunt you, say? 

Flam. I know not : 
For by this light, I do not conjure for her. 
'Tis not so great a cunning as men think. 
To raise the devil ; for here's one up already ; 
The greatest cunning were to lay him down. 

Mar. She is your shame. 

Flam. I prithee pardon her. 
In faith, you see, women are like to burs, 
Where their affection throws them, there they'll stick. 

Zanche. That is my countryman, a goodly person ; 
When he's at leisure, I'll discourse with him 
In our own language. 

Flam. I beseech you do. [Eant Zanche. 
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How is% brave soldiar? O that I had seen 
Some of your iron days I I pray relate 
Some of your service to us. 

Fran. 'Tis a ridiculous thing for a maa to be his own 
chronicle : I did never wash my mouth with mine own 
praise, for fear of getting a stinking breath. 

Mar. You're too stoical. The duke will expect other 
discourse from you. 

Fran. I shall never flatter him: I have studied man too 
much to do that. What difFeienoe is between the duke and 
I ? no more than between two bricks, all made of one clay : 
only't may be one is placed on the top of a turret, the other 
in the bottom of a well, by mere chance. If I were placed 
as high as the duke, I should stick as fiutt, make as fedr a 
shew, and bear out weather equally. 

Flam. If this soldier had a patent to beg in churches, 
then he would tell them stories. 

Man*. I have been a soldier too, 

Fim!. How have you thrived ? 

Mar. Faith, poorly. 

Fran. Th^t^s the misery of ^eace : qplyoutsidesare]ijB2i_ 
^y \ jespectej . As ships seem very great upon the river, which 
' shew very little upon the seas, so some men i'th' court seem 
Colossuses in a chamber, who, if they came into the field, 
would appear pitiful pigmies. 

Flam. Give me a fair room yet hung with arras, and 
some great cardinal to lug me by th' ears, as his endeared 
minion. 

Fran, And thou mayest do the devil knows what villany . 

Flam. And safely. 

Fran. Eight : you shall see in the country, in harvest- 
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time, pigeons, though thej destroy never so much com, the 
fiinner dare not present the fowling-pieoe to them : why ? 
hecause they belong to the lord of the manor ; whilst your 
poor sparrows^ that belong to the brd of heaven, they go to 
the pot fbr't. 

Flam. I will now give you some politic instructions. 
The duke says he will give yon pension ; that's but bare 
promise ; g^ it under his hand. For I have known men 
that have come from serving against the Turk, for three or 
four months they have had pension to buy them new wooden 
legs, and fresh plasters ; but after, 'twas not to be had. And 
this miserable courtesy shews as if a tormentor should give 
hot cordial drinks to one three quarters dead o'th' rack, only 
to fetch the miserable soul again to endure more dogdays. 

[Exit Francisco de Medicis^ 

Enter Hobtbnsio, a Young Lobd, Zakche, 
and two more. 

How now, gallants ? what, are they ready for the Driers ? 

Young Tjord. Yes: the lords are putting on their armour. 

Hiyrt. What's he? 

Flam. A new up-start ; one that swears like a falconer, 
and will lie in the duke's ear day by day, like a maker of 
almanacks : and yet I knew him, since he came to th' court, 
smell worse of sweat than an under tennis-courtkeeper. 

Hort. Look you, yonder's your sweet mistress. 

Flam. Thon art my sworn brother : I'll tell thee, I do 
love that Moor, that witch, very constnunedly. She knows 

> The 4tos. do not mark the exit of Francisco ; but it is neces- 
saiy to get rid of him, as he enters towards the end of this scene. 

Dtcb. 
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some of mj villan j. I do love her just as a man holds a 
wolf hy the ears ; hut for fear of her turning upon me^ and 
pulling out my throat, I would let her go to the devil. 

Hori. I hear she claims marriage of thee. 

Flam, 'Faith, I ma de to her some such dark pro mise : 
and^Jnseeking to fly from^t. I run on^ like a fr ighted dog 
with a hottle g-t^a tn-ilj iha.t fftin wmilJ Kitn i* . nff^ and jet 
dares not IppXhehindJiim. Now, my precious gipsy. 

Zanche. Ay, your love to me rather cools than heats. 

Flam. Marry, I am the sounder lover ; we have many 
wenches ahout the town heat too fast. 

Hort. What do you think of these perftuned gallants, 
then? 

Flam. Their satin cannot save them : I am confident 
They have a certain spice of the disease ; 
For they that sleep with dogs shall rise with fleas. 

Zanche, Believe it, a little painting and gay clothes make 
you love me. 

Flam' How, love a lady for painting or gay apparel? I'll 
unkennel one example more for thee, .^op had a foolish 
dog that let go the flesh to catch the shadow ; I would have 
courtiers be better divers. 
^^^ncTie. You remember your oaths ? 

'Flam. Lovers' oaths are l ike marin ersLjMtiyers, uttered 
in extre mi^T^ P^ when - t he^mpest is o'er, and that the 
tessel leaves tumblings they fall from protesting to drink- 
ing. And yet, amongst gentlemen, protesting and drinking 
go together, and agree as well as shoemakers and West- 
phalia bacon : they are both drawers on ; for drink draws 
on protestation, and protestation draws on more drink. Is 
not this discourse better now than the morality of your sun- 
burnt gentleman ? 
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Enter Cobnelia. 

Cor. Is this your perch, you haggard? fly to th' stews. 

Flam. You should be clapt hy th' heels now : strike iW 
court! \_Ejdt C&melia.^ 

Zanche, She's good for nothing, but to make her maids 
Catch cold a-nights : they dare not use a bed-staff, 
For fear of her light fingers. 

Mar. You're a strumpet, 
An impudent one. 

Flam. Why do you kick her, say ? 
Do you think that she's like a walnut tree ? 
Must she be cudgell'd ere she bear good fruit? 

Mar. She brags that you shall marry her. 

Flam. What then? 

Mar. I had rather she were pitch'd upon a stake, 
In some new-seeded garden, to afeight v j u, ^ oO'^^^ 

Her fellow crows thence. ^V fv * V k >( k "^ 

Flam. You're a boy, a fool ^ 

Be guardian to your hound ; I am of age. 

Mar. If X take hern ear you, I'll cut her throat. 

Flam. With a fan offeathers ? 

Mar. And, for you, I'll whip 
This folly from you. 

Flam. Are you choleric ? 
I'll purge't with rhubarb. 

Hort. O, your brother ! 

Flam. Hang him, 

' The exit of Cornelia is not noted in the 4tos. ; but it is eri- 
dent from what she says afterwards that she is not on the stage 
during the deadly quarrel of her sons. — Dyce. 
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He wrongs me most, that ought t'offend me least : 
I do suspect my mother pla/d foul play, 
When she conceived thee. 

Mar, Now, hy all my hopes, 
Like the two slaughter'd sons of Oedipus, 
The Tery flames of our affection 

Shall turn two ways. Those words I'll make thee answer 
With thy heart-blood. 

Flam. Do, like the geese in the progress ; 
You know where you shall find me. 

Mar, Very good. [Exit Flamineo. 

And thou be'st a noble friend, bear him my sword, 
And bid him fit the length on't. 

Young Lord, Sir, I shall. [Exeunt all but Zanche, 

Zanche. He comes. Hence petty thought of my dis- 
grace! 

Eiiter F b ancisco . 
I ne'er lov'd my complexion till now, 
'Cause I may boldly say, without a b lush, 
I love you. 

Fran. Your love is untimely sown ; there's a spring at 
Michaelmas, but 'tis but a faint one : I om-mmkin^ears, 
§nd I hav e^owed never to marr y. 

Zanche. Alas ! poor maids get more lovers than hus- 
bands : yet you may mistake my wealth. For, as when am- 
bassadors are sent to congratulate princes, there's commonly 
sent along with them a rich present, so that, though the 
prince like not the ambassador's person, nor words, yet he 
likes well of the presentment ; so I may come to you in the 
same manner, a^d be better lov ed for my d o^yry tligjwny 
virtue. 
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Fran, I'll think on the motion. 

Zcmehe. Do ; I'll now detain you no longer. At jour 
better leisure, I'll tell you things shall startle your blood : 
Nor blame me that this passion I reveal ; 

Loi^rS Hift inwAr^l that their fla-mftft fiATifiAfll. 

Fran, Of all ^'ntelligftnftft tlii'fl Tnfiy pyf>vA iLft Ka«<-.» 

Sure I shall dra w strange foyrl fr^m thja ^^l nest. \i 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 
Ewter Mabcello and Cobnelia. 

Gor» I hear a whispering all about the court. 
You are to fight : who is your opposite ? 
What is the quarrel ? 

Mar, 'Tis an idle rumour. 

Cor. Will you dissemble ? sure you do not well 
To fright me thus : you never look thus pale, 
But when you are most angry. I do charge you, 
Upon my blessing — ^nay, I'll call the duke. 
And he shaU school you. 

Mar, Publish not a fear, 
Which would convert to laughter : 'tis not so. 
Was not this crucifix my iGather's ? 

Cor, Yes. 

Mar. I have heard you say, giving my brother suck, 
He took the crucifix between his hands, 

Enter Flaioneo. 

And broke a limb off. 

Cor, Yes ; but 'tis mended. 
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Flam. I have brought your weapon back. 

[Flamineo runs Marcello thrimgh. 
Cor. Ha I O my horror ! 
Mar. You have brought it home, indeed. 
Cor. Help I O he's murder'd ! 
Flam. Do you turn your gall up ? 1*11 to sanctuary, 
And send a surgeon to you. [Exit. 

Enter Lodovico, Hobtensio and Gaspabo. 

Hort. How! oW ground I 

Mar. mother, now remember what I told 
Of breaking of the crucifix ! Farewell. 
Th ere are^ ome sins, whic h heaven doth duly p unish 
In^^ajprholeftimily. T his it is to rise ^ - 
B y all di^ i onest m eans I Let all men know, 
That tree shall long time keep a steady foot, 
Whose branches spread no wilder than the root. [Dies. 

Cor. O my perpetual sorrow ! 

Hort. Virtuous Marcello ! 
He's dead. Pray leave him, lady : come, you shall. 

Cor. Alas! he is not dead; he's in a trance. Why 
here's nobody shall get anything by his death. Let me 
call him again, for God's sake ! 

Lod. I would you were deceived. 

Cor. O, you abuse me, you abuse me, you abuse me ! 
how many have gone away thus, for lack of 'tendance ! 
rear up's head, rear up's head ! his bleeding inward wiU 
kill him. 

Hort. You see he is departed. 

Cor. Let me come to him ; give me him as he is ; if 
he be tum'd to earth, let me but give him one hearty kiss, 
and you shall put us both into one coffin. Fetch a looking- 
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glass : see if his breath will not stun it ; or pull out some 
feathers from mj pillow, and lay them to his lips. Will 
you lose him for a little pains-taking ? 

Hort, Your kindest office is to pray for him. 

Cor. Alas ! I would not pray for him yet. He may 
Hve to lay me iW ground, and pray for me, if you'll let 
me come to him. 

Enter B&achiano clU armed, save the heaver^ %oiQ% 
Flamineo and others. 

Brack. Was this your handy-work? 

Flam. It was my misfortune. 

Cor. He lies, he Ues ! he did not kill him : these have 
killed him^ that would not let him he better looked to. 

Brack. Have comfort, my griev'd mother. 

Cor. O you screech-owl ! 

Hart. Forbear, good madam. 

Cor. Let me go, let me go. 

[She runs to Flqmineo with her Jcnife drawn, 
and coming to him lets itfaU. 
The Gk)d of heaven forgive thee ! Dost not wonder 
I pray for thee ? Ill tell thee what's the reason : 
I have scarce breath to number twenty minutes ; 
I'd not spend that in cursing. Fare thee well : 
Half of th yself lies there ; and ma^st th ou jive 
To fill an hour-glass with his moulder'd ashes. 
To tell how thou should'st spend the time to come 
In blest repentance ! 

Broth. Mother, pray tell me 
How came he by his death ? what was the quarrel ? 

Cor. Indee d, my younger bo y presum 'd toflLg uch 
Upon his iqanhood, gave himbitter words/ 
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Drewr hi fl Bword first ; and p^. T ^^^^^ "^ ^^ 
For I was out of my wits, he fell with *a head 
JTust-m nmy ^besom. 

P(ige, Tlua is not tnie^madam* 

Cor, I pray thee, peace. 
One arrow's graz'd aheadj ; it were vain 
T'lose this, for that will ne'er be found again. 

Brd^k. Go, bear the body to Cornelia's lodging : 
And we command that none acquaint our duchess 
With this sad accident. For you, Flamineo, 
Hark you, I ^ will not grft"*^ yy^^r pnjdnn. 

FUm. No? 

Brack. Only a lease of your life ; and that shall last 
But for one day : thou shalt be forc'd each eyening 
To renew it, or be hang'd. 

Flam. At your pleasure. 
[Lodqvico 9£ji^l^^Z^^^^ heaver mth a poison. 

Enter Fbanciscc* 

Your will is law now, I'U not meddle with it. 

Brack, You once did brave me in your sister's lodging : 
I'll now keep you in awe for't. Where's our beaver? 
Fran. He calls for his destruction. Noble youth, 
I pity thy sad £a,te ! Now to the barriers. 
This shall his passage to the black lake further ; 
The last good deed he did, he pard^'d murder.^ ^^,^^.. 

\_Ea:eunt. 
[ Charges and shouts. They fight at barriers ;* 
first single pairs, then three to three. 

* The entrance is not noted in the old editions, but it is obvious. 

' Barrien. " Barriers, from the French Barrea, a martial sport 
or exercise of men armed, and fighting together with riiort swords 
within certain Barres or li8t8."^Cow£L's InterprOer* 
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ACT V.>— SCENB I. 

Enter Bbachiano and Flamhoeo, with otTien, 

BraehiaTio. 
[N annourer ! ud's death, aa armourer ! 
Flam, Armourer! where's the armourer? 
Brack, Tear off my heaver. 
Flam, Are you hurt, my lord ? 
Brack. O, my hrain's on fire I 

.^i^ Abhotjueb. 

The hehnet is poison'd. 

Armourer. Mj lord, upon my soul — 

Brack. Away with him to torture. 
There are some great ones that have hand in this, 
And near ahout me. 

Enter VrrroMA Cobombona.^ 

Vtt. O, my lov'd lord ! poison'd I 
Flam. Bemove the har. Here's unfortunate revels ! 
Call the physicians. 

Enter two Physicians. 
A plague upon you ! 

We have too much of your cunning here already : 
I fear the amhassadors are likewise poison'd. 
Brack. O, I am gone already ! the infection 

■ Supplied from the 4to. of 1665. 

' Her entrance is only marked in the old editions by the initial 
preceding what she says. 
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Flies to the brain and heart. O thou strong heart ! 
There's such a covenant 'tween the world and it, 
They're loath to break. 

Qiov, O my most loved father I 

Brack. Eemove the boy away. 
Where's this good woman ? Had I infinite worlds, 
They were too little for thee : must I leave thee ? 
What say you, screech-owls, is the venom mortal ? 

Phy8» Most deadly. 

Brack, Most corrupted politic hangman, 
You kill without book ; but your art to save 
Fails you as oft as great men's needy friends. 
I that have given life to offending slaves. 
And wretched murderers, have I not power 
To lengthen mine own a twelve-month ? 
Do not kiss me, for I shall poison thee. 
This unction is sent from the great duke of Florence. 

Fran, Sir, be of comfort. 

Brack. O thou soft natural death, that art joint-tivin 
To sweetest slumber ! no rough-bearded comet 
Stares on thy mild departure ; the dull owl 
Beats not against thy casement ; the hoarse wolf 
Scents not thy carrion : pity winds thy corse. 
Whilst horror waits on princes'. 

Vit, I am lost for ever. 

Brack, How jmserable.aJhi Dg it is to die 

Enter Lodovico amd Gasfabo, <w Capuckins.'^ 

'Mongst women howling ! what are those ? 

^ Their entrance is not nuurked In the quartos, but it is obyions 
from the oontext. 
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many of his valiaiit and deserving subjeclB he lost be- 
fore it. 
Fran, O, speak well of the duke ! 
Flam, I have done. 

Enter Lodotico. 

Wilt hear some of my oowt-wisdom ? To reprehend princes 
is dangerous ; and to oyer-commend some of them is pal- 
pable lying. 

Fran, How is it with the duke ? 

Lod, Most deadly HI. 
He's fall'n into a strange distraction : 
He talks of battles and monopolies, 
Levying of taxes ; and from that descends 
To the most brain-sick language. His mind fastens 
On twenty several objects, which confound 
Deep sense with folly. Such a fearful ^id 
May teach some men that bear too lofty crest, 
Though they liye happiest yet they die not best. 
He hath conferred the whole sta te^f tli^ <jt^1^fldnm 
Upon your .sister, tUl the prince arrive 
At matQre"age. 

Flam. There's some good luck in that yet. 

Fran, See, here he comes. 

IhkUr Baachiang, presented in a bed, Yittobia, 
and others. 

There's death in's face abready. 
Vit. O my good lord ! 
Brack. Away, you have abus'd me : 

{^These speeches are several hinds of distractions, 
and in the action should appear so. 
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Brack, Nothing ! rare ! nothing ! when I want money. 
Our treasury is empty, there is nothing : 
I'll not be us'd thus. 

Vit, O, lie still, my lord I 

Brack. See, see Flamineo, tl mt t ; ill'd his broths 
Is danfijnp^ nn thfi ropgajhere ^ and he c arries 
A'^oney-bag in each hand, to keep him even, 
For fear oTbreaking^s^eck: and there's a lawyer, 
In a gown whipt with velvet, stares and gapes 
When the money will fall. How the rogue cuts capers ! 
It should have been in a halter. 'Tis there ; what's she ? 

Flam, Vittoria, my lord. 

Brack, Ha, ha, ha! her hair is Bprinkl'd with arras 
powder,^ 
That makes her look as if she had sinn'd in the pastry. 
What's he? 

Flam, A divine, my lord. 

[Brackiano seems kere nearkis end; Lodovico and 
Gasparo, in ike habit of Capuchins , present kirn 
in kis bed with a rn(nfrjmjjl, h aJlojved-ra'n ifJe ■ 

Brack, He'Vill be drunk ; avoid him : th' argument 
Is fearful, when churchmen stagger in't. 
Look you, six grey rats that have lost their tails 
Crawl up the pillow ; send for a rat-catcher : 
I'll do a miracle, I'll free the court 
From all foul vermin. Where's Flamineo ? 

Flam. T^A Tinf Vilra |>inf Vio T^art^c,a ^ft an nfihATlj 

Especially, on 'h deatbrbg dj 'tis a s ign 

* Amu powder. There may have been a hair-powder so called 
from Arras in France, but I do not remember to have found it 
mentioned by any writer. Qy. ought we to read " orris f'^ — 
Dycb. 
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I shall not Uv ejong. See, he's near his end. 

Lod,^Fr€^, give us leave. Attende, domine Brachiane, 

Flam. See, see how firmly he doth fix his eye 
Upon the crucifix. 

Vit, O hold it constant ! 
It settles his wild spirits ; and so his eyes 
Melt into tears. 

Lod. Domine Brachiane, solebas in hdlo tutus esse tuo 
dypeo ; nunc hunc clypeum hosti tuo opjponas infemali, 

[By the crucijix, 

Gros. Olim Tuistd vdluisti in hello; nunc Tianc sacram 
hastam vibrahis contra hostem animarum, 

[By the haUowed taper, 

Lod, Attende, domine Brachiane, si nunc quoqueprobas 
ea, qucB acta sunt inter nos,Jlecte caput in deoetrum. 

Oas, Esto securus, domine Brachiane ; cogita, quantum 
habeas meritorum; denique vnemineris meam animampro 
tud oppignoratam si quid esset periculi, 

Lod. Si nunc quoqueprohas ea, qyxB acta sunt inter nos, 
flecte caput in laevvm. 
He is departing : pray stand all apart, 
And let us only whisper in his ears 
Some private meditations, which our order 
Permits you not to hear. 

[Here, the rest being departed, Lodovico and 
Qasparo discover themselves. 

Oas, Brachiane. 

Lod. Devil Brachiane, thou art danm'd. 

Oas. Perpetually. 

Lod. A slave condemn'd, and given up to the gallows, 
Is thy great lord and master. 
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Oas, True ; for thou 
Art given up to the deril. 

Lod. O, you slave ! 
You that were held the £Eunous politician, 
"Whose art was poison. 

Qas. And whose oonscienoe, murder. 

Lod. That would have hroke your wife's neck down the 
stairs, 
Ere she was poison'd. 

Oas. That had your villanous sallets. 

Lod. And fine emhroider'd bottles, and p^*fullDes, 
Equally mortal with a winter plague. 

Oas. Now there's mercury — 

Lod. And copperas — 

Oas. And quicksilver — 

Lod. With other deviHsh 'pothecary stuff, 
A melting in your politic brains: dost hear? 

€his. This is count Lodovioo. 

Lod. This, Gasparo ; 
And thou shalt die like a poor rogue. 

Oas. And stink 
Like a dead fly-blown dog. 

Lod. And be forgotten 
Before thy funeral sermon. 

Brack. Vittorial Vittoria! 

Lod, O, the cursed devil 
Comes to himself again ! we are undone. 

Oas. Strangle him in private. 

Enter Vittobia and the Attendants. 
What ! will you call him again 
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To live in troble toiments? for charity, 
For christian charity, avoid the chamber. 

[ Vittaria and the tat retire. 

Lod. Yea would prate, sir ? This ia a tme-loye-knot 
Sent from the duke of Florence* 

IBraehiana is strangled. 

Gas. What, is it done? 

Lod. The snuff ia ont. No woman-keeper iW world. 
Though she had praetis'd seyen year at the pest-house,^ 
Could haye done't quaintlier. My lords, he's dead. 

ViTTORiA and the others come forward. 

Omnes. Best to his soul ! 

VU. O me ! this place is hell. [Eaeit 

Fran. How heayily she takes it ! 

Flam. O, yes, yes ; 
Had women narigable riyers in thdr eyes, 
They would dispend them all. Surely, I wonder 
Why we should wish more riyers to the city. 
When they sell water so good cheap. I'll tell thee, 
These are but mooni^ diades of griefe or fears ; 
^There's nothing sooner dry than women's team. 
Why, here^s mi end Ofidl m^ Imiveat; he lias"giyen me 

nothing. ^ v 

CAmrf, promiopft ! ^^t wise men count them cnrs'd, J )^ 
Fo r while you liye, he that scores best, pays worst . \ 

Fran. Sure this was Florence' doing. ~~ 

Flam. Very likely : 
Those are found weighty strokes which come from th' hand, 

* In alliision to the stranglings done, to saye themselyes trouble, 
by nursea on plague patiente* 
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But those are killing strokes which come fix>m th' head. 
I O, i^ rare tricks of a Machiavelian I 
/ He ^0^ noTcomej lite a gross plodding slaye, 
I And buffet jou to death; no, m j quaint knaye, 
He tickles you to death, makes you die laughing, 
As if you had swallow'd down a pound of saffix)n. 
You see the feat, 'tis practis'd in a trice ; 
To teach court honesty, it jumps on ice. 

Fran. Now have the people liberty to talk, 
And descant on his vices. 

Flam, Misery of princes. 
That must of force be censur'd by their slaves I 
Not only blam'd for doing things are ill. 
But for not doing all that all men will : 
One were better be a tiiresher. 
Ud'sdeath ! I would fain speak with this duke yet. 

Fran. Now he's dead ? 

Flam, I cannot conjure ; but if prayers or oaths 
Will get to th' speech of him, though forty devils 
Wait on him in his livery of flames, 
I'll speak to him, and shake him by the hand, 
Though I be blasted. [Exit. 

Fran, Excellent Lodovico ! 
What ! did you terrify him at the last gasp ? 

Lod, Yes, and so idly, that the duke had like 
T'have terrified us. 

Fran. How? 

Eni^r the Moob. 

Lod, You shall hear that hereafter. 
See, yen's the infernal, that would make up sport. 
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Zanehe, There was a dream indeed ! 
Lod. Mark her, I prithee, she suapers like the sods 
A collier hath heen wash'd in. 
y "^ Zamh^ Come, sir ; good f(nrtune tends you. I did tell 

/ 1^^ 

I would reireal a seeret : Isahella^ 
The duke of Florence' sister, was impoison'd 
By a fdm'd picture ; and Camillo's neck 
I Was hroke hy damn'd Flamineo, the mischance 
LJ^d on a vaulting-horse. 

Fran. Most strange ! 

Zamhe, Most true. 

Lod. The hed of snakes is hroke. 

Zcmehe. I sadly do confess, 1 had a hand 
In the hlack deed. 

Fran. Thou kept'st their counsel. 

Zanehe. Eight; 
For which, urg'd with contrition , I inte nd 
This night to rob Vi ttoria. 

Lod. Excellent penitence ! 
Usurers dream on't while they sleep out sermoifs. 

Zanehe. To further our escape, I have entreated 
Leave to retire me, tiU the funeral. 
Unto & friend i'th' country : that excuse 
Will further our escape. In coin and jewels 
I shall at least make good unto your use 
An hundred thousand crowns. 

Fran. O, noble wench ! 

Lod. Those crowns we'll share* 

Zanehe. It is a dowry, 
Methinks> should make that sun-burnt prov^b falae> 
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And wash the ^thiop white. 

Fran. It shall ; awaj. 

Zanche, Be ready for our flight. 

3'an. An hour 'fore day. lEani Zomcke* 

O, strange discovery ! wh y, till now we kne w not 
The CTT cmnstanee of eit^ of thek deaths . 

lU-mter Zanche. 

Zaneh^. Yon'U wait ahout midnight in the chapel? 

I^an. There. xflivit ZancJu. 

Lod. Wh y^ now our action^s justified .., 

Fran, Tush, for justice ! 

; harms it justice? w e now, like the parfridg^, 
Purge ^disease with laurel ;^ for the fame 
Slwll crown the enterprize, and quit^ ^ shame. [ExewtU, 

EfnJk/r ¥i«amineo and Gasfabo^ at one door; another 
way, Giovanni^ attended, 

Oas. The young duke: did you e'er see a sweeter prince? 

Flam, I have known a poor woman's hastard hetter 
favoured : this is hehind him ; now, to his face, all com- 
parisons were hateful. Wise was the courtly peacock, that, 
being a great minion, and being compared for beauty by 
some dottrels that stood by to the kingly eagle, said the 
eagle was a far fairer bird than herself, not in respect of 
her feathers, but in respect of her long tallants:^ his will 
grow out in time. — -My gracious lord. 

' So Fliny : '< £alumbes, graccuH, mernl^, perdkea kmrifoKo 
annuumfastidium purgant."— Nat, Hist, lib. viii. c 27. — ^Beed. 

* Acquit. 

* An old form ottcUom. 
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Oio. I pray leave me^ sir. 

Flam. Your grace must be merry : 'tis I have cause to 
mourn ; for wot you, what said the little boy that rode behind 
his &ther on horseback? 

Oio. Why, what said he ? 

Flam. When you aie dead, father, said he, I hope then 
I shall ride in the saddle. O, 'tis a brave thing for a man 
to sit by himself! he may stretch himself in the stirrups, 
look about, and see the whole compass of the hemisphere. 
You're now, my lord, i' th' saddle. 

Cfio. Study your prayers, sir, and be penitent : 
'Twere fit you'd think on what hath former been ; 
I have heard grief nam'd the eldest child of sin. l_Esvit. 

Flam. Stu dj my prayers ! he threatens me divin ely ! I 
son falling r tn p ififi pq alread y. I care not, though, hke 
Anacharsis, I were pounded to death in a mortar; and yet 
that death were fitter for usurers, gold and themselves to be 
beaten together, to make a most cordial cullis' for the devil. 
He hath his uncle's villanous look already, 

Enter Courtieb. 

In decimo sexto.* — ^Now, sir, what are you? 

Cour. It is the pleasure, sir, of the young duke, 
That you forbear the presence, and all rooms 
That owe him reverence. 

Flam. So the wolf and the raven are very pretty fools 
when they are young. Is it your office, sir, to keep me 
out? 

Cour. So the duke wills. 

* OmSm.— The French couKs, a strong rich soup or jelly. 
' i. e. though but in his sixteenth year. 
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Flam, Yenl J, master courtier^ extremity is not to be 
used in all offices: say, that a gentlewoman were taken 
oat of her bed about midnight, and committed to Castle 
Angeloy to the tower yonder, with nothing about her but 
her smock, would it not shew a cruel part in the gentleman- 
porter to lay claun to her upper garment, pull it o'er her 
head and ears, and put her in naked ? 

CouT, Very good: you are merry. [Exii, 

Flam, JDoth hemak e^a court-ejec<^ <>Tif.Af mo? a flam- 
ing fire-brand casts more smoke without a chimney than 
witfain't. Ill smoor^ some of them. 

Enter Francisco be Medicis. 

How now? thou art sad. 

Fran. I met even now with the most piteous sight. 

Flam, Thou meet'st another here, a pitiful 
Pegraded courtier. 

Fran. Yo ht reverend mo ther 
Is gro wn a very old woman in two hours. 
'I found them winding of Maroello's corse ; 
And there is such a solenm melody, 
'Tween doleful songs, tears, and sad elegies ; 
Such as old grandames, watching by the dead. 
Were wont t'outwear the nights with, that, believe me, 
I had no eyes to guide me forth the room. 
They were so o'ercharg'd with water. 

Flam. I will see them. 

Fran. 'Twere much uncharity in you ; for your sight 
Will add unto their tears. 

Flam. I will see them : 

* ^Moor— the Anglo-Saxon monm, to smother. 
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They are behind the trarane ;^ I'il4lkeoTer 
Their saperstitioos howling. 

CoBinsLiA, ^ MooB, and tkr£e otker ladiei discov^^^ 
winding Mabcello's corse. A Song. 

Cor, This rosemary is wiiher'd ; pray, get fresh. 
I would have these herbs grow up in his grave. 
When I am dead and rotten. Eeach the bays, 
I'll tie a garland here about his head ; 
'Twill keep my boy from lightning. This sheet 
I have kept this twenty year, and every day 
Hallow'd it with my prayers ; I did not think 
He should have wore it. 

Zanehe, Look you, who are yonder? 

Cor. O, reach me the flowers I 

Zanehe. Her ladyship's foolish. 

Woman. Alas, her grief 
Hath turn'd her child again I 

Cor. You're very welcome : 
There's rosemary for you, and rue for you, [To Flamineo. 
Heart's-ease for you ; I pray make much oi it, 
I have left more for myself. 

Ihran. Lady, who's this ? 

Cor. You are, I take it, the grave-maker. 

Flam. So. 

Zanehe. 'Tis Flamineo. 

Cor. Will you make me such a fool ? here's a white 
hand: 

^ The traverse. " Beside the principal curtains that hun^ in 
the front of the stage, they used others as substitutes for scenes, 
which were denominated traverses.*' — Malone's Hist. Ace. of the 
English Stage, p. 88, ed. Boswell : quoted by Dyce. 
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Con blood so aooa be washM out? let me lee ; 
Wben screech-owls croak upon the chinmej-iopSy 
And the stmnge cricket i'th' oven sings and hops, 
When yellow spots do on your hands appear. 
Be certain then you of a ccffse shall hear. 
Out upon% how 'tis speckled ! h'as handled a toad ^yire. 
Cowslip water is good for ^ memory : 
I^7> huy me three ounces of 't. 

Flam, I would I were from hence. 

Cor, Do you hear, sir? 
ni give you a saying which my grandmother 
Was wonty when she heard the bell toll, to sing o'er 
Unto her lute. 

Flam, Do, and you will, do. 

Cor, Call for ike robin-^ed-^eagt, and ^ wren, 

[Comdia doth this in several forms of distraction. 
Since o^er shady groves they hover. 
And with leaves and flowers do cover 
The friendless bodies of wnburied men, 
CaU unto his funeral dole 
The ant, the field-mouse, and the mole. 
To rear him hiUodcs that shall keep him warm, 
And {when gay tombs are robbed) sustain no harm ; 
But keep the wolf far thence, iha^sfoe to men, 
F(yr with his nails h^U dig them up again. 
They would not bury him 'cause he died in a quanel ; 
But I have an answer for them : 
Let holy church receive him duly. 
Since he paid the church-tithes truly. 
His wealth is summ'd, and this is all his store, 
This poor men get, and great men get no more. 
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Now the wares are gone^ we may shut up shop. 
Bless jou all, good people. 

[Exevrnt Cornelia and Ladies. 

Flam, T.^n^^ o °^^"Cft filing m Tfl^^ in tli> wliinVi 

I^QoLgixajajQJamfi^-sithautit he 
"^Oom ^aagjon. I pray leave me. [Exit Francisco, 

night I'll know the utmost of mj fate ; 
I'll he resolv ed what mT rich sister m eans 
TTassign me for iaj serv ice. I have liv'd 
Biotously ill, like some that live in court, 
And sometimes when mj face was full of smiles, 
Have felt the maze of conscience in m j hreast. 
Oft gay and honour'd rohes those tortures try : 
" We think cag'd hirds sing, when indeed they cry."* 
Ha I I can stand thee: nearer, nearer yet. 

J^<«r Bbachiano's Cfhost, in his leather cassock and hreecheSy 
hoots; a cowl; a pot of lily -flowers, with a shuU in*t. 

What a mockery hath death made thee ! thou look'st sad. 

In what place art thou ? in yon starry gallery? 

Or in the cursed dungeon ? — ^no ? not speak ? 

Pray, sir, resolve me, what religion's host 

For a man to die in ? or la^. in y^ ur kno^ ed^ 

Ta. ^swer me how lon p r I have to liy e ? 

That's the most necessary question. 

Not answer ? are you still, like some great men 

That only walk like shadows up and down. 

And to no purpose ; say — 

[The Ohost throws earth vpon him, and shews him 
the skvll, 

> This line is probably a quotation, and is so marked in the 
original copy. — Collieh. 
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What's that? O fatal ! he throws earth upon : 
A dead jnitn^g ft\y11 beneath the roots of flowers i 



I prai ^ speak, sir ; our Italian church-meu 
Mak^ us believe deatj men hold confe rence 
With thpif jftmjliars. and many times 
Wll c ome to bed to them, and eat w ith them. 

He's gone ; and see, the skull and earth are van 

This is beyond melancholy. T,^n Hurp. my fi^ 

To do its wggt. Now to my sister's lodging, 

And sum up all these horrors : t he disgra ce I i tx ^r^ 

Th e prince threw^on me ; next the piteous sight '^H ^"^^ 

Of mjLdfiad. hrniiher ; and my mfttiifiJ^fljtotage ; 

And last this terrible vision : all these 

■*^hft^^ THlh yittiftri ft's bounty turn to good . 

Or I will drown this weapon in her blood. 

Enter Francisco, Lodoyico, and HoBTEiraiol 
Lod, My lord, upon my soul you shall no further; 

Tou hare most ridiculously engag'd yourself 

Too &r already. For my part, I hare paid 

All my debts : so, if I should chance to faO, 

My creditors fall not with me ; and I vow. 

To quit all in this bold assembly. 

To the meanest follower. My lord^ leave the dly, 

Or Fll forswear the murder. [ExU. 

Fran, Farewell, Lodovico : 

If thou dost perish in this glorious act, 

111 rear unto thy memory that fame. 

Shall in the ashes keep alive thy name. {Exit. 

H<yr. There's some black deed on foot 111 presently 

VOL. n. K 
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Down to the citadel^ and raise some f(Nnee. 

These strong oourt-factions; that do hrwk. no ^Sbibfta, 

In the career oft break the riders' necks* \Mxii, 

SCENE II. 

Enter Yittobia with a hook in Tier hand, Zakche ; Fla- 
MTKEO folhwing them. 

Flam, What? are you at your prayers? give o'er. 

Vii, How, ruffian ! 

Flam, I come to you 'bout worldly business. 
Sit down, sit down : nay, stay, blouze, you may hear it : 
The doors are fast enough. 

Vit. Ha I are you drunk ? 

Flam, Yes, yes, with wormwood water ; you shall taste 
Some of it presently. 

Vit, What intends the fury? 

Flam. You are my lord's executrix ; andrX-ekis.^ 
g my long s ervice. 

Vit, For your service ! 

Flam, Come, therefore, here is pen and ink, set down 
What you will give me. 

Vit, There. {She writer. 

Flam, Ha ! have you done ah«ady t 
'Tis a most short conveyance. 

Vit, I will read it : 
I give that portion to thee, and no other. 
Which Cain groaned under, having slwn his brodi^. 

Flam. A most courtly patent to beg by. 

Vit, You are a vfflain 1 

FUxm. is't come to this? thej tsay a&ighto «iire agues : 
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Thou hast a devil in thee ; I will try 

If I can scare him from thee. Nay, sit still : 

Mj lord hath left me yet two case of jewels. 

Shall make me scorn your bounty ; you shall see them. 

lExit. 

VU. Sure he's distracted. 
Zaru^e. O, he's desperate ! 
For your own safety give him gentle language. 

{He re-enters with two ease of pistols. 
Flam, Look, these are bett^ far at a dead lift. 
Than all your jewel-house. 

Vit. And yet, methinks, 
These stones have no fair lustre, they are fli set. 

Flam. I'll turn the right side towards you : you shall see 
How they will sparkle. 

VU. Turn this horror from me ! 
What do you want? what would you have me do? 
Is not all mine yours ? have I any children ? 

Flam. Pray thee, good woman, do not trouble me 
"With this vain worldly business ; say your prayers : 
T joftA^ly a vnw t/> my deceased lor d, 
y^^Hihfir y^"^f "'^^ I pibfin M outliv e him 
T he nnmberinff of four houra^ 

Vit. Did he enjoin it ? 

Flam. He did, and 'twas a deadly jealousy, 
Xiest any should enjoy thee after him. 
That urged him vow me to it. For my death, 
I did propound it voluntarily, knowing, 
If he could not be safe in his own court, 
Being a great duke, what hope then for us? 

VU. This is your melancholy, and despair. 
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Flam. Away: 
Fool thou art, to think that politicians 
Do use to kill the effects of injuries 
And let the cause live. Shall we groan in irons, 
Or he a shameful and a weighty hurthen 
To a public scaffold ? This is my resolre : 
I would not live at any man's entreaty. 
Nor die at any's bidding. 
^Vit. Will you hear me ? 
/ Flam, Mj life hath done gerviw to other mfn, 
( MyjpBth qh«11 gorvo mint uwu IQI'm; make you ready. 

Vit. Do you mean to die indeed? 

Flam. With as much pleasure. 
As e'er my &ther gat me. 

Vit. Are the doors lock'd? 

Zancke, Yes, madam. 

Vit. Are you grown an atheist? will you turn your body 
Which is the goodly palace of the soul. 
To the soul's slaughter-house ? O, the cursed devil. 
Which doth present us with all other sins 
Thrice candied o'er, despair with gall and stibium ; 
Yet we carouse it off; — cry out for help ! — 

^Aside to Zanche^ 
Makes us forsake that which was made for man, 
The world, to sink to that was made for devils. 
Eternal darkness ! 

Zanche. Help, help ! 

Flam. I'll stop your throat 
With winter plums. 

Vit. I prithee yet remember, 
Millions are noyf in graves, which at last day 
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Ldke mandrakes shall rise shrieking. 

Flam, Leave joor prating, 
For these are hut grammatical laments. 
Feminine argaments : and they move me. 
As some in pulpits move their auditory. 
More with their exclamation, than sense 
Of reason, or sound doctrine. 

2kLnche. Grentle madam. 
Seem to consent, only persuade him teach 

VU. 'Tis good, I apprehend it. — 
T ft jcill ^ n^'g Hftlf ia meat that we mus t take 
liika.]B^ls^ot chew'd, hut quickly swallow it ; 
The martTtS ^uuml, ui weakueaa O ftEe hand. 
May else hring treble torments. 

Flam. I have held it 
A wretched and most miserahle life. 
Which is not able to die. 

Vit, O, hut frailty! 
Yet I am now resolv'd ; farewell, affliction ! ^ 
Behold, Brachiano, I that while you liv'd 
Did make a flaming altar of my heart 
To sacrifice unto you, now am ready 
To sacrifice heart and aU. Farewell, Zanche ! 

Zanche. Kow, madam ! do you think that IH outlive 
you; 
E speciallY when r ^y ^^^^ «^lf, "FfamninAn^ 
Goes the same voyage? 

Flam, O, most lOved Moor ! 

Zanchs, Only, hy all my love, let me entreat you. 
Since it is most necessary one of us 
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Do violence on ourselves, let you or I 
Be her sad taster, teach her how to die. 

Flam, Thou dost instruct me nohl j ; take these pbtok. 
Because mj hand is stain'd with hlood already : 
Two of these you shall level at my h reaat^ 
The other 'gainst your own, and so we'll die 
Most equaPy contented ; but first sw ear 
Notto outlive m e. 

Vit and Zanche, Most religiously. 

Flam. Then here's an end of me ; farewell, daylight. 
And, O contemptible physic ! that dost take 
So long a study, only to preserve 
So short a life, I take my leave of thee. 

[^Shewing (he pistols. 
These are two cupping-glasses, that shall draw 
All my infected blood out. Are you ready? 

Both. Eeady. 

If lam. Whither shall I go now ? O Lucian, thy ridicu- 
lous purgatory ! to find Alexander the Great cobbling shoes, 
Pompey tagging points, and Julius Caesar making hair- 
buttons ! Hannibal selling blacking, and Augustus crying 
garlic I Charlemagne seUing lists by the dozen, and king 
Pepin crying apples in a cai*t drawn with one horse ! 
Whether I resolve to fire, earth, water, air. 
Or all the elements by scruples, I know not, 
Nor greatly care — Shoot, shoot, 
Of all deaths, the violent death is best ; 
For from ourselves it steals ourselves so fast. 
The pain, once apprehended, is quite past. 

\_They shoot, and run to him, and tread vpon him. 

Vit, What, are you dropt? 
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Flam, I am mix'd with earth already : as joa aie nohfey 
Perform jour vows, and hravel j follow me* 
ViU Whither? to hell? 

Vit. Of thou most cursed de vil! 

Zanche, Thou art caugh t — 

ViU In thine own engine . I tread the fire out 
That would have been my ruin. 

Flam* Will you be perjured ? what a religious oath was 
Styx, that the gods never durst swear by, and violate \ 
that we had such an oath to minister,and to beso wellk^ 
in our courts of justice ! 

Vit. Think whither thou art going. 

Zanche. And remember 
What villanies thou hast acted. 

Vit. This thy death 
Shall make me, like a blazigg ^inous sta r; 
Look up and tremble. 

Flam. O, I am caught with a springe} 

ViL You see the fox comes many times short' heme; 
Tis here prov'd true. 

Flam. Eill'd with a couple of braehes !^ 

VU. No fitter offering for the infernal furies, 
Than one in wh<»i they reign'd while he was living; 

Flam. O, the way's dark and horrid [ I eanaot see: 
Shall I have no company ? 

Vit. O yes, thy sins 
Do run before thee to fetch fire from hell. 
To light thee thither. 

Flam. O, I smell soot, most stinking soot ! the chim- 
ney^s a ^re : 

* Bitch-hounds. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



136 THE WHITE DEVIL; OR, [act v. 

My lirer'a parboflM, like Scotch hollj-bread ; 
There's a plumber laying pipes in my guts, it scalds. 
Wilt thou outUye me ! 

Zanche. Yes, and drive a stake 
Through thy body; for we'll give it out, 
Thou didst this violence upon thyself. 

Flam, O, cunning devils I now I have tried your love, 
And doubled all your reaches : I am not wounded. 

[^Flamineo riseth. 
The pistols held no bullets ; 'twas a plot 
To prove your kindness to me ; and I live 
To punish your ingratitude. I knew, 
One time or other, you would find a way 
To give me a strong potion. O men. 
That lie upon your death-beds, and are haunted 
With howling wives ! ne'er trust them ; they'll re-marry 
Ere the worm pierce your winding-sheet, ere the spider 
Make a thin curtain for your epitaphs. 
How cunning you were to discharge ! do you practise at the 
artillery-yard? Tpn^nf o WjrynQ^ t w^^^oi. n^ypi. t •piH»oti;QTift 

he n^y precedent^ We lay our souls to pawn to the devil 
ftf^r a. | itAl e pleasure, and a woman makes the bill o f sale. 
ever m an should marry ! For one H ypermnestra that 
saved her lord and llUBblUid, Torty-nine of her sisters cut 
their husbands' throats all in one night. There was a shoal 
of virtuous horse-leeches ! Here are two other instruments. 

Enter Lodovico, Gaspabo.^ 
rU. Help! help! 

* The original entrance marked is, ". Enter Lodovico, Gasparo, 
Pedro, and Carlo." There are no such personages as Pedro and 
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Flam, What noise is that ? ha ! false keys i'th'court ! 

Lod. We have brought you a mask. 

Flam, A mataehin^ it seems bj jour drawn swords. 
Church-men^ turned revellers I 

Qas. Isabella! Isabella! 

Lod, Do you know us now ?* 

Flam, Lodovico ! and Gaspare ! 

Lod, Yes ; and that Moor the duke gave pension to 
Was the great duke of Florence. 

VU, O, we are lost ! 

Flam, Yo u shall n ot inkr jnition forth fr o m mj hands, 
O. l et me kill her ! — 1*11 cut my safety 
jnirough your coats of steel. Fate's a spaniel. 
Wf> Aftnnnf. }wMtf, j| fr^m y^ "V^at rcmaius now ? 
Let all that do ill, take this precedent : 
MtiM. «i/yy Ki^ fn M foresec, biU not preven t: 
And of all axioms this shall win the prize, 
'Tis better to be fortunate than wise^ 

Qas, Bind him to the pillar. 



vuent: QJ <_^ 
rize, /s4* 



Carlo in tbe play ; and we may assume the latter names to have 
been merely those assumed by Lodovico and Gasparo in their dis- 
enise : and to be set forth here to indicate that they still retain 
wat disguise. 

■ There was a dance called Matacbin, thus described by Mr. 
Douce : '* Such a dance was that well known in France and Italy 
by the name of the dance of fools or Matachint, who were habitcHd 
in short jackets, with eilt paper helmets, long streamers tied to 
their shoulders, and bells to their legs. They carried in. their hamU 
a tword and buckler, with which they made a clashing noise, and 
performed various quick and sprightly evolutions." — lUuat, of 
Shaheapeare, Flamineo, playing upon words, says : '' It is not a 
masque (entertainment) you have brought us, but, as is clear by 
your drawn swords, a Matachin,*' 

* Lodovico and Gasparo are still in their Capuchin attire. 

' Lodovico and Gasparo here throw back their cowls and robes, 
showing themselves in armour. 
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Vit, O, your gentle pity ! 
I have seen a black-bird that would sooner fly 
To a man's 'bosom, than to stay^ the gripe 
Of the fierce sparrow-hawk. 

Oas. Your hope deceives you. 

Vit. If Florence be i'th'eomrt, woidd he would kill me ! 

Oas. Fool ! princes give rewards with thetr own hands. 
But death or punishment by the hands of othersr 

Lod. Sirrah, you once did strike me ; I'll strike you 
Unto the centre. 

Flam. Thoult do it like a hangman, abase haagman. 
Not like a noble fellow, for thou see'si 
I cannot strike again. 

Lod. Dost laugh? 

Flam. Would'st hare me die, as I was borft, in whimng ? 

Oa>8. Becommend yourself to hearen. 

Flam. No, I will carry mine own commendations thither. 

Lod. O, could I kill you forty times a day. 
And use't four year together, 'twere too little ! 
Nought grieves but that you are too few to feed 
The famine of our vengeance. What dost think on ? 

Flam. Nothing ; of nothing : leave thy idle questioMk 
I am i'th' way to study a long silence : 
To prate were idle. I remember nothing. 
There^s nothing of so infinite vexation 
As man's own thoughts. 

Lod. O, thou glorious strumpet I 
Could I divide thy breath from this pure air 
When't leaves thy body, I would suek it up^ 
And breathe't upon some dunghill. 

* i^toy,— await. 
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VU, You my death's-man ! 
MethinkB thou dost not look horrid enongh, 
Thoa hast too good a face to he a hangman : 
If thon he, do thy office in right form ; 
Fall down upon thy knees, and adk forgiveness. 

Lod, 0\ thon hast heen a most prodigious comet ! 
But m cut off your train. Kill the Moos first. 

VU, You shall not kill her first ; hehold my hreasl : 
I win he waited on in death ; my servant 
Shall never go hefore me. 

Oas. Are you so hrave ? 

VU, Hs&x Jl ^^^ welcome death^ 
As princes do some great amhassadors ; 
111 meet thy weapon half way. 

Lod. Thou dost tremhle : 
Methinksy fear should dissolve thee into air. 

VU, O, thou art deeeiv'd, I am too true a woman ! 
Conceit^ can never kill me. I'll tell thee what^ 
I will "not in my death shed oneha ae tear; 
Or j£Je ^ pcJo| fog wimt of Lluud, not fear. 

€ku. Thou art my task, hlack fury. 

Zaneke, I have hlood 
As red as either of theirs : wilt drink some? 
'Tb good for the falling-fflckness. I am proud; 
Death cannot alter my complexion. 
For I shall ne'er look pale. 

Lod, Strike, strike, 
With a joint motion. 

VU, 'Twas a manly hlow : 
The next thou giv'st, murder some sucking in£mt; 
> Fancy, imagiDation. 
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And tben thou wilt be famous. 
Flam. O, what blade is't? 
A Toledo, or an English fox?* 
I ever thought a cutler should distinguish 
The cause of my death, rather than a doctor. 
Search my wound deeper ; tent* it with the steel 
That made it. 

Vit Ojjirvy Qf^^i^a* ain \m ^" my blood I 
N ow my blood pays for^t. '::^L 
Flam, Th'art a noble sister r 
I love thee now : if woman do breed man, 
She ought to teach him manhood : fare thee well* 
Know, many^lo rious women that are famM 
Fot ma y^ulJT f e virtue, ha ve been vicious. 
Only a happier silence did betide them : 
Sh^ hath no faults, who hath the art to hide them* 
/ ViL My soul, like to a ship in a black storm, 
( Is dnyearl know nut whillicyt. 
\y^Flam, T hen cast and ior. 
V. Prosperity doth bewitch men, seeming clear ; 
"' vA) 'a iButseas do laugh, shew white, when rocks are near. 
\] r-isJ'^ W e cease to grieve, cease to be fortune 's sla ves, 
r^ ^ j Nay, cease to die bv dying? Art thou gone? 
^'w/ And thou so nearlhe ooitom : false report, 

' A Toledo, or an English Fox? Toledo, the capital city of New 
Castile, was fonnerly much famed for making of sword-blades. 
Fox; a cant term for a sword. — Reed. I am informed by Mr. 
C. Jourdain de Gatwick that the term Fox indicates an old 
broadsword, so called from Andrea Ferrara having stamped some 
of his blades with a mark which he intended to represent that 
animal. There is one in the United Service Museum, and one 
I myself have (adds Mr. Gatwick). 

' To tent—to search, as a wound ; from tent, a roll of lint em- 
ployed in examining or purifying a deep wound. — Narss. 
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Which says that women Tie with the nine Muses^ 
For nine tough durahle lives ! I do not look 
Who went hefore, nor who shall follow me ; 
No, at myself I will begin and end. 
Whilfi-Ke look up to hpfl veii j wp pQ njiiind 
Knowledge with knowledge. O, I am in a mist I \ f 

Vit, O , happy they that never sa w the co urt, "V^^T^ 
"Kar ftvflfr Icppw grfi flt men but by repgr t ! rf Dte*: 

Flam. 1 recover like a spent taper, for a flash. 
And instantly go out. 

Let all that belong to great men remember th' old wives' 
tradition, to be like the lions i'th' Tower on Candlemasday; 
to mourn if the sun shine, for fear of the pitiful remamder 
of winter to come. 

'Tis well yet there's s ome goodness in my. death ; 
My life was a Mafl li ; ftt i amfil i I have caught 
An everlasting cold ; I have lost my voice 
Most irrecoverably. Fntrwollj jrlorioua Tillniinn 
Thi sbusy tra de of life appears most vain, 
Si nce rest breeds rest, where all seek"pain by^ p ain> 
Let no harsh flattering bells resound my knell ; 
Strike, thunder, and strike loud, to my farewell I [^Dies. 

Enter Ambassadobs and Giovanni. 

Eng. Amh. This way, this way ! break ope the doors ! 
this way I 

Lod. Ha ! are we betray'd ? 
Why then let's constantly die all together ; 
And having finish'd this most noble deed, 
Defy the worst of fate, not fear to bleed. 

Eng, Amb, Keep back the prince : shoot, fihoot. 
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Lod. O, I am wounded ! 
I fear I shall be ta'en. 

Qio, You bloody yilluns, 
By what authority have you oommitted 
This massacre ? 

Lad, By thine. 

Qio. Mine! • 

. Lod. Yes ; thy uncle, which is a part of iliee> enjoin'd 

us to't: 
Thou know'st me, I am sure ; I am Count Lodowi<^ ; 
And thy most noble uncle in disguise 
Was last night in thy court 

Gio. Ha! 

Lod, Yes, that Moor thy father chose his paisioner. 

Oio, He tum'd murderer I 
Away with them to prison, and to torture : 
All that have hands in this shall taste our justiee^ 
As I hope heaven. 

Lod, I do glory yet, 
That I can call this act mine own. For my part, 
Ae rack, the gallows, and the torturing wheel. 
Shall be but sound sleeps to me : here's my reqti 
-^ limn'd fhiq night-pipfift^ ftndj t WES my best^^ jfer^ 

Gio, Eemove the bodies. See, my honour'a lord^ 
What use you ought make of their pu 
^ y Let guilty men remember, their black deeds 
\ y Do lean on dutches made of slender reeda. 
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Instead of an Epilogue^ only this of Martial supplies me : 
HcBefaerint nobis proemia, sijplacui. 



For the action of the Play, 'twas generallj well, and I 
dare affirm, with the joint-testimony of some of their own 
quality (for the true imitation of life, without striving to 
make nature a monster) the hest that ever hecame them : 
whereof as I make a general acknowledgment, so in par- 
ticular I must rememher the well-approved industry of my 
Mend Master Perkins,^ and confess the worth of his action 
did crown both the beginning and end. 

* Muter iVriUn*— Bichard Perkins, an actor of oonsideraUe 
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THE DUCHESS OF MALFI. 

pHE sfoij of the Duchess of Malfi was first 
told, so far as I know, by Matteo Bandelloy 
in his NovelUy Pw^tL NoV;26. From him 
it was adopted by Belleforest, Nov. 19 ; and 
either from the original or from the French version it was 
translated into English, as a portion of that capital collec- 
tion of pleasant histories and excellent novels" entitled 
The Palace of Pleasure, which William Painter, then or 
lately Master of Seven Oaks School, in Kent, occupied se- 
veral years subsequent to 1562 in translating '* out of divers 
good and commendable authors," and the first tome of which 
was published by Blchard Tottell and William Jones, anno 
1566. The second volume of the Collection was " im- 
printed at London, in Paternoster Bowe, by Henrie Bynne- 
man for Nicholas England, Anno 1567 ;" and tiie learned 
supervisor of tiie edition of 1813, Mr. Haslewood, has 
pointed out to how large an extent the various stories con- 
tained in these interestmg tomes were appropriated, as soon 
as published, by the dramatic writers to the purposes of the 
English stage. The Palace of Pleasure, indeed, is promi- 
nentiy denounced by Stephen Gosson, in his Playes Con- 
futed in Five Actions (1581 or 1582), among ihe works 
which ^'have beene tiioroughly ransackt to frimish the 
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plaje-houses in London." The story of the Dtichess of 
Malfi is also told by Goulart, in his Thresor cTHisUyires Ad- 
mirahles et Memorahles de Nostre Temps , pp. 317-322, of 
the edition of Geneva, 1620 ; and in Beard's Theatre of 
God's Judgments y B. ii. Lope de Vega wrote El Mayiyr^ 
domo de la Duquesa de Amalfij 1618. 

The plot is shortly this : — ^The Duchess, who is a widow, 
marries ^n^onio, the steward of her household ; her brothers 
are so enraged at this, that they employ Bosola to murder 
her and her children, and^he brothers themselves come to 
the same violent end. The scene lies at Malfi, Bome, and 
other places in Italy. 

The second edition of the Duchess of Malfi was " printed 
by J. Baworth, for J. Benson, and are to be sold at his shop 
in St. Dunstan's Churchyard, in Fleet Street, 1640." It 
was revived, as an acting-play, at the Lincoln's Inn Fields 
Theatre in 1664, when Betterton performed Bosola, Harris 
DuJce Ferdinand, Smith Antonio, Young the Cardinal, 
Mrs. Betterton the Dtichess, and Mrs. Gibbs Jtdia, The 
play, reports Downes, was excellently acted in all its parts, 
particularly Bosola and Ferdinand ; it filled the house eight 
days successively, and proved one of the best stock trage- 
dies. The tragedy was again printed in 1678 (when Mrs. 
Shadwell's name stands to the part of Julia) ; uid in 1708 
appeared, under the editorial care of HughiN^ewmok, ^^ The 
Unfortunate Dutchess of Malfi, or the Unnatural ^QrMhers f 
a Tragedy, now acted at the Queen's Theatre in the Hay- 
market, By her Majesties Company of Comedians. Writ- 
ten by Mr. Webster. London, printed for H. N. and are 
to be sold by John Morphew near Stationers Hall. 1708." 
This copy was that in use for dramatic representation at 
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the time, and it exhibits, within inverted commas, " those 
lines which were omitted in the acting, by reason of the 
length of the play/' As a dramatic curiosity, I transcribe 
from this copy the Bill of the Play in 1708. It will be seen 
that, since 1623, the female Dramatis Personam had come 
to be represented by females, instead of, as then and there- 
tofore, by young men and boys. The innovation, in fact, 
was first essayed on the 7th of November, 1629, by " some 
Frenchwomen, or monsters rather (as horrified Prynne de- 
nounces them, in his Histriomastia:)y who attempted to 
act a French play at the playhouse in Blackfriars, an im- 
pudent, shameful, unwomanish, graceless, <&;c. &c. attempt." 
The attempt, however, did not succeed until some time after- 
wards. But to the Company at the Haymarket in 1708. 

Men. 

Ferdinand, Count of Calabria . . Mr. Verhruggen. 

Cardinal, his Brother Mr, Keen, 

Antonio, Steward of the Household to 

the Dutchess ....... Mr, Booth. 

Dblio, his Friend Mr, Corey, 

BosoLA, Gentleman of the Horse to the 

Dutchess Mr, MiU^, 

Castbuchio, an old Lord .... 

Mabque^ of Pescaba .... Mr, Fairhank, 

Count JBEalatestb Mr, Freeman, 

•iiOBD '!E(oDEBioo Mr, Kent, 

LoBD "Gkisolan ....... 

DocTOB to the Duke in his Madness . Mr, Bowen, 

Astbologeb ..... Mr, Trout, 

^ Taylob Mr, Pack, 

Pabson Mr, Johnson, 

DoCTOB Mr, Bullock. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



150 THE DUCHESS OF MALFL 

WOMBN. 

Dutchess op Malpy Mrs, Porter. 

Cabiola, her Woman Mrs, Powell, 

iSxTLUL, Castruchio's Wife and the Car- 
dinal's Mistress Mrs, Bradshaw. 

ScENE; Italy, 

This edition is of great use, fix>m the circumstance that 
it gives the various exits and entrances of the characters in 
a much more complete and accurate form than that of the 
previous quartos, where, at the opening of a scene, all the 
names are set forth of all the personages who make their 
appearance in its course, although hut one or two of them 
may he present at the commencement, and even, in some 
cases, personages are named who do not make their appear- 
ance at all. It may he as well to ohserve here that, although 
in various instances I have marked the assumed locality of 
a scene or suhdivision of an act, it is not to he supposed that 
in our author's time the attention of theatrical audiences was 
at all distracted from the events and language of the play 
hy those scenic effects which are so leading a feature in the 
dramatic productions of the present age. " I decidedly con- 
cur with Malone," writes Mr. Collier (Annals of the Stage, 
iii. 366), " in the general conclusion that painted moveahle 
scenery was unknown on our early stage; and it is a for- 
tunate circumstance (adds Mr. Collier) for the poetry of our 
old plays that it was so ; the imagination of the auditor only 
was appealed to ; and we owe to the ahsence of painted can- 
vas many of the finer descriptive passages in Shakespeare, 
his contemporaries and imtmediate followers." Scenery we 
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learn, on the same excellent authority, was not introduced 
upon the stage until towards 1660. 

The Duchess of Malfi was worked up hy Theohald into 
a Tragedy called The Fatal Secret , which was acted at Co- 
vent Garden on the 3rd of April, 1733, with Quin as Bosolay 
and was acted four times. '' Theobald's first three acts," 
writes Mr. Grenest, " do not differ very materially from Web- 
ster's. In the fourth act he gives the plot a different turn : 
in Webster's play the Duchess is strangled on the stage; in 
Theobald's she is carried off the stage for that purpose. In 
Theobald's last scene the Duke and Cardinal kill one an- 
other by mistake ; the young Duke enters ; Bosola promises 
to produce the body of the Duchess ; he brings her in alive ; 
Antonio, who is disguised as a pilgrim, discovers himself, 
and the play ends happily. This is effected by making Bo- 
sola turn out an honest man instead of a villain. The young 
Duke, who is supposed to be about twelve years old, is a new 
character. Theobald's alteration," adds Mr. Genest, *^ on 
the whole is not a bad one, but it is too violent ; he should 
have retained more of the original play. He tells us, in his " 
preface : ' I have retained the names of the characters ; I 
haveadopted as much of Webster's tale as I conceived for my 
purpose, and as much of his writing as I could turn to ac- 
count. I have nowhere spared myself out of indolence, but 
have often engrafted his thoughts and language, because I 
was conscious I could not so well supply them from my own 
fund.'" 

W. Hazlttt. 
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TO THB 

RIGHT HONOURABLE GEORGE HARDING, 

BABON BBBKELEY, OF BEBKELBT CABTUS, 

AHD KXIOHT OF THB OBZ>EB OF THB BATH TO THB ILLUSTRIOUS 
FBIBCB CHABLIS8. 

My NOBLE LOBD, 

[HAT I may present my excuse why, bemg a 
stranger to your lordship, I offer this poem 
to your patronage, I plead this warrant : men 
who never saw the sea, yet desire to behold 
that regiment of waters, choose some eminent river to 
guide them thither, and make that, as it were, their con- 
duct or postilion: by the like ingenious means has your 
fame arrived at my knowledge, receiving it from some of 
worth, who both in contemplation and practice owe to your 
honour their clearest service. I do not altogether look up 
at your tide; the ancien'st nobility being but a relic of 
time past, and the truest honour indeed being for a man 
to confer honour on himself, which your learning strives to 
propagate, and shall make you arrive at the dignity of a 
great example. I am confident this work is not unworthy 
your honour's perusal, for by such poems as this poets have 
kissed the hands of great princes, and drawn their gentle 
eyes to look down upon their sheets of paper, when the 
poets themselves were bound up in their winding-sheets. 
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The like courtesy from your lordship shall make you live 
in your grave, and laurel spring out of it, when the igno- 
rant scomers of the Muses, that like worms in lihraries 
seem to live only to destroy learning, shall wither neglected 
and forgotten. This work and myself I humhly present 
to your approved censure,^ it heing the utmost of my wishes 
to have your honourahle self my weighty and perspicuous 
comment ; which grace so done me shall ever he acknow- 
ledged 

By your lordship's 

in all duty and 

observance, 

John Wkbsteb. 

' Judgment, from the Latin cenuo. 
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IN THB JUST WOBTH OF THAT WELL DESEBVEB, 

MB. JOHN WEBSTEB, AND UPON THIS 

MASTEB-PIBCB OP TBAGEDY. 

?N this thou imitat'st one rich and wise^ 
That sees his good deeds done hefore he dies : 
As he hj works, thou hj this work of fame 
Hast well provided for thy living name. 
To trust to others' honourings is worth's crime^ 
Thj monument is rais'd in thy life-time ; 
And 'tis most just, for every worthy man 
Is his own marhle, and his merit can 
Cut him to any figure, and express 
More art than death's cathedral palaces, 
Where royal ashes keep their court. Thy note 
Be ever plainness, 'tis the richest coat : 
Thy epitaph only the title he. 
Write Duchess, that will fetch a tear for thee ; 
For who e'er saw this Ihichess live and die, 
That could get off under a hleeding eye. 

In Tragoediam. 
Ut lux ex tenehris ictu percussa tonantis, 
nia, ruina malis, claris fit vita poetis. 
Thomas Middletonus, 
Poeta et Chron.* 
Londinensis. 

> Middleton was City Chronologer. 
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TO HIS FRIEND MB. JOHN WEBSTER, 

UPON HIS DUCHESS OP ICALFI. 

I never saw thy Duchess till the day 
That she was lively hodied in thy play : 
Howe'er she answer'd her low-rated love 
Her brothers' anger did so &tal prove. 
Yet my opinion is, she might speak, more. 
But never in her life so well before. 

Wil. Eowley. 



TO THE READER OF THE AUTHOR, 

Aia> HIS DUCHESS OF HALFI. 

Crown him a poet, whom nor Home nor Greece 
Transcend in all their's for a masterpiece ; 
In which, whiles words and matter change, and men 
I Act one another, he, from whose dear pen 

\ They ail took life, to memory hath lent 

f A lasting fiuue, to raise his monmnent. 

John Ford. 
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THE ACTOES' NAMES. 



'} 



BOSOLA. 

Febdinand. 

CaBDINAIi. 

Antonio. 
Dblio. 
forobosco. 
Malatbstb. 
The Mabquis op | 

Peso ABA. 
eodebioo. 
Silvio. 

GmSOLAN. 

The Several Madmen. 

The Duchess. 

The Cardinal's Mistress. 

DOCTOB. 

Cabiola. 
Court Officers. - 
Three Young Children. 
' Two Pilgrims. 



V 



J, Lowin, 

1. B. Burbidge, 2. J. Taylor. 

1. ff. Cundaile, 2,B, Bohinson, 

1. W. Ostler, 2. B. Bmfeild. 

J, Underwood. 

N. Towley, 

J. Bice. 



T. Pollard. 

N. Towley, J. Underwood, ^c. 
B. Sharpe. 
J. Thompson. 

B. Pallant. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE DUCHESS OF MALFI. 

ACT L— Scene L 
Enter Antonio, and Deuo. 

Ddio, 
?0U are welcome to jour country, dear An- 
tonio; 
You have been long in France, and you re- 
turn 

A very formal Frenchman in your habit. 
How do you like the French court? 

.^In^jAljudmire it: 
I n seeking to reduce both state and people 
T( Lfl„fixt order, their judicious king 

Begins at home ; quits^ first his royal palace c — ► jVOvV 

Of flattering sycophants, of dissolute A ^^ \ V 

And infunous persons, which he sweetly terms (JViXi*^ 

His master's masterpiece, the work of heaven ; ^ 

Considering duly, that a prince's court 
Is like a common fountain, whence should flow 
Pure silver drops in general, but iTt chance 

' Clean. 
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Some curs'd example poison't near the head, 
Death and diseases through the whole land spread. 
And what is't makes this hiessed government, 
But a most provident council, who dare freelj 
Inform him the corruption of the times ? 
Though some o'th' court hold it presumption 
To instruct princes what they ought to do. 
It is a nohle duty to inform them 
^- What they ought to foresee. QgcfijsoiQ^JBosola, 

/ i The only oourf«gn11 ; yet I ohserve his railing 

I . j Is not fof siflagle love of piety : 

I In deed he rails at those things which he wants ; 

[jWiff^d hft 11^ lfi(>|iftmiit^, nnvftf/wft, py prOud, 
•Rlnn/iy, i\v ftnvimjg^ aS anYJ maU. 

If he had means to be so. Here's the Cardinal. 

Enter Bosola and Cardinal. 

Bos, I do haunt you still. 

Card. So. 

Bos, I have done you better service* 
Than to be jlighted thus. 
Miserable a ge, w here only the reward^ 
Of doing well, is the doing, of it ! 

Card. You enforce your merit too much. 

Bos. I fell into the gallies in your service, 
Where, for two years together, I wore 
Two towels instead of a shirt, with a knot on the shoulder, 

' I print the following speeches of Bosola, as well as other 
portions of the Tragedy, in the blank verse marked by the quartos, 
and which, however and by whomsoeTer compiled, exhibit, as 
Mr. Dyce remarks, manifest traces of the metre in which it is 
most probable the whole was at first composed. 
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After the fashion of a Eoman mantle. 
Slighted thus ! I will thrive some way : 
Black-hirds: fatteri*I>est in kard weather ; 
Why not I in these dog-days ? 

Card, Would you could become h onest ! 
Bos, Tgith all your divinity do but dir ect me 
T ^e way to it. I have known many travel far for it, 
^d yet return as arrant knaves as they went forth, 
Because they carried themselves always along with them. 

[Ejcit Cardinal. 
Are joa gone ? 
f Some fellows, they say, are possessed with the devil. 
But this great fellow were able to possess the greatest 
Devil, and make him worse. 

Ant, He hath denied thee some suit? 
Bos, He and his brother are like plum-trees that grow 
crooked 
Over standing-pools ; they are rich, and o'erladen with 
Fruit, but none but crows, pies, and caterpillars feed 
^On them. Could I be one of their flattering panders, I 
{ Would hang on their ears like a horseleech, till I were full, and 
-Then drop off. I pray leave me. 
Who would rdy upon these miserable dependencies, in ex- 
pectation to 
Be advanced to-morrow ? What creature ever fed worse, 

than loo p in g 
Tantalus ? nor ever died any man more fearfully, than he 
thatJiQned 

For a pardon. Th^rA f^^ r^wnrda fnr bf^ylrfl ani^ ^n. 

When thryhiiTfi donn iiri iiniTiVe i bnf) for fiiftnlflirv ij^fii ha- 



an he 
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N^ ^^,)l ^b6 in a ba tde, nothjnglwit akind of geamefaj ia his hat 
r^fy SnggMi^on. 
y^ Bdio. Greometrj! 

Bog. Aj, to hang in a fiiir pair of slings^ Uke his latter 
swing in the 
World upon an hononrable pair of cratches^ from hoqiital 
To hospitaL Fare je well, sir: and jet do not jaa soom 

nsy for 
Plaffpfi in thf} i*gmiare hot like h^. jp tfi*^ hflBpit^ ^"fe? 



Ma n^s head lies at that man^s foot, and so lower and lower. 

■ {EriL 

Delio, I knew this feDow seren years in the gallies 
^ For a noto^ons mnrder ; and 'twas thought 
The Cardinal soboni'd it: he was rdeas'd 
Bj the French general, Gaston de Foix, 
When he recorer^d Naples. 

AnL lis great pity. 
He shoold he thus neglected : I hare heard ^ ^ 

/ He 's Teiy valian t. This fool melanchol j X ^ 

W iH poison all his ypodn ess ; for. 111 teD jon, ^^^ 
If too inunoderate sleq» he tnd j said v^ 

To he an inwa rd mst nnto the sool, ^^ 

It then doth follow want of action 
. Breeds aD Uack malecontents, and their dose rearing. 
Like moths in doth, do hart for want of wearing. 

SCENE n. 

EaUr Aktonio, Deuo, Ykbdisaxd, Gast&uccio, Seltio. 
DcUo. The presence 'gins to fin : joa pnmis'd me 
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To make me the partaker of the natures 
Of some of yom* great courtiers. 

AtU, The lord cardinal's^ 
And other strangers, that are now in court? 
I shall : here comes the great Calahrian Duke. 

Ferd, Who took the ring oftenest ?* 

Silvio. Antonio Bologna, my lord. 

Ferd, Our sister Duchess' great master of her household : 
Give him the jewel. When shall we leave this sportive 

•action, 
And fall to action indeed ? 

Cast, Methinks, mj lord, 
Ton should not desire to go to war in person. 

Ferd, Now, for some gravity: why, my lord? 

Cast. It is fitting a soldier arise to he a prince, hut not 
necessary 
A prince descend to he a captain. 

Ferd. Ko? 

Cast. No, my lord ; 
He were far hotter do it hy a deputy. 

Ferd. Why should he not as well sleep, or eat hy a de- 
puty? 
This might tftke idle, offensive, and hase office from him. 
Whereas Ihe other deprives him of honour. 

Cast. Beheve my experience : that realm is never long 
in quiet, 
Whi ^yft thft r^ler is a soldier . 

Ferd. Thou toldest me 
Thy wife could not enjure fighting. 

Cast. True, my lord. 

' i. e. in the tilting at the ring. 
VOL. n. M 
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Ferd. And of a jest she broke of a captain 
She met full of wounds : I have forgot it. 

C<i8t She told him, my lord, he was a pitiful fellow, to he 
Like the children of Ismael, all in tents.^ 

Ferd, Why, there's a wit were able to undo 
All the chirurgeons o'th' city, for although 
Gallants should quarrel, and had drawn their weapons, 
And were ready to go to it, yet her persuasions would 
Make them put up. 

Cast. That she would, my lord. ^ 

How do you like my Spanish gennet ? "^"^ 

Bod. He is all fire. 

Ferd. I am of Pliny's opinion, I think he was begot by 
the wind ; 
He runs as if he were baJlassed with quicksilver. 

Silvio. True, my lord, he reds from the tilt often. 

Bod. Oris. Ha, ha, ha I 

Ferd. Why do you laugh ? methinks you that are cour- 
tiers 
Should be my touchwood, take fire when I give fire ; 
That is, not laugh but when I laugh, were the subject never 
so witty. 

Cast, True, my lord ; I myself have heard a very good 
jest. 
And have scorned to seem to have so silly a wit, as to un- 
derstand it. 

Ferd. But I can laugh at your fool, my lord. 

Cast. He cannot speak, you know, but he makes faces : 
My lady cannot abide him. 

Ferd. No? 

* Tent is a roll of lint used in searching a wound. 
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Cast, Nor endure to be in merry company ; for she says 
Too much laughing, and too much company, fills her 
Too full of the wrinkle. 

Ferd, I would then have a mathematical instrument 
Made for her face, 

That she might not laugh out of compass. I shall shortly 
Visit you at Milan, Lord Silvio. 

Silvio, Your grace shall arrive most welcome. 

Ferd, You are a good horseman, Antonio : you have 
excellent 
Eiders in France : what do you think of good horseman- 



Ant, Nobly, my lord: as out of the Grecian horse 
issued 
Many famous princes, so out of brave horsemanship 
Arise the first sparks of growing resolution, that raise 
The mind to noble action. 

lerd. You have bespoke it worthily. 
Silvio, Your brother, the lord Cardinal, and sister 
Duchess. 

Enter CabdinaI/, Duchess, Cabiola, and Julia. 

Card, Are the gallies come about? 

Oris, They are, my lord. 

Ferd, Here's the Lord Silvio is come to take his leave. 

Delio, Now, sir, your promise : what's that Cardinal ? 
I mean his temper? they say he's a brave fellow, 
Will play his five thousand crowns at tennis, dance, 
Court ladies, and one that hath fought single combats. 

Ant. Some such flashes superficially hang on him, for 
form; 
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; But obsenre his inward cbaracter : heJ aj* melancholy 

L Churchman; the spring in his &ce is nothing but the 
Engendering of toads ; w here he is j ealons of any man, 
/^VJ"^ "F^^JI^jg y/%itu> pl^lfl fi^r hiTnt ban ever was mipQge 3 on 

\ Tlpiyiilpa, fnr hft gtffpwa in hia wav flatterers, pftu ders. 

Tnta l l i g rnrrm^ nthrin t fi j nnd j i thousand snch political 
Monsters, He should have been Pope, but instead of 
Coming to it by the primitiye decency of the church. 
He did bestow bribes so largely, and so impudently, as if 

he would 
Hare carried it away without heayen's knowledge. 
Some good he hath do ne 

Bdio, You have given too much of him: what's his 

brother? 
Ant. The duke there? ^ j|Qgfc pprvArm* <m d turbule nt 
nature: ~ 

What appears in him mirth is merely outside ; 
/ If he laugh heartily, it is to laugh 
'" All honesty out of fashion. 
Bdio, Twins? 
Ant. In quality. 
He speaks with others' tongues, and hears men's suits 
With others' ears ; will seem to sleep o' th' bench 
Only to entrap offenders in their answers ; 
Dooms men to death by information, 
Eewards by hearsay. 

Bdio. Then th^ law i^ him 
Tft litftfl. fnnl Kl«i»l^ ci^bweb to a spider. 
Hb^ikes it his dwelling and a prison 
To entangle those shall feed him. 
Ant. Most true : 
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He never pays debts unless they be shrewd turns, 

And those he will confess that he doth owe. ^'^ \ vTmS^^^^ 

Last, for his brother there, the cardinal, , \*\iP^ 

They that do flatter him most say oracles 

Hang at his lips ; and verily I believe them. 

For the devil speaks in them. 

But for_their sister, the right noble duchess, >-^ 

You never fix'd your eye on three fair medals 

Cast in one figure, of so different temper. 

For her discourse, it is so fiill of rapture, ^ 

You only will begin then to be sorry 

When she doth end her speech, and wish, in wonder, 

She held it less vain-glory, to talk much. 

Than your penance to hear her : whilst she spea^/ 

She throws upon a man so sweet a look, ^^^' 

That it were able to raise one to a galliafdi 

That lay in a dead palsy, and to dote 

On that sweet countenance ; but in that look 

There speaketh so divine a continence. 

As cuts off all lascivious and vain hope. 

Her days are practis'd in such noble virtue. 

That sure her nights, nay more, her very sleeps. 

Are more in heaven, than other ladies' shrifts. 

Let all sweet ladies break their flattering glasses. 

And dress thmoselves in her. 

Delio. Fie, Antonio, 
You play the wire-drawer with her commendations. 

Ant, 111 case the picture up : only thus much, 
All her particular worth, grows to this sum ; 
She stains the time past, lights the time to come. 

' A quick and lively dance. 
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Cari, YoQ must attend mj ladj in the gallery^ 
Some half an hour hence. 

Ant. I shall. [Exeunt Antonio and Ddio. 

Ferd. Sister^ I have a suit to jou. 

Dw^. To me, sir? 

Ferd. A gentleman here, Daniel de Bosola, 
One that was in the gallies 

Duck. Yes, I know him. 

Ferd, A worthy fellow h'is : pray let me entreat for 
The provisorship of your horse. 

Duch. Your knowledge of him 
Conmiends him and prefers him. 

Ferd. Call him hither. \_Eant Attendant. 

We are now upon parting. — Good Lord Sihio, 
Do ns commend to all our nohle friends 
At the leaguer. 

Silvio. Sir, I shall. 

Ferd. You are for Milan? 

Silvio. I am. 

Duck. Bring the carroches:^ well bring you down to 
the hayen. 

[Exeunt aU hut ike Cardinal and 
Ferdinand. 

Card. Be sure you enterfaii fi that "Rgp^l* 
F or your intelligence : I JKQutf "^t lift ^^yp ^p>f. ; 
And therefore many times I have slighted him. 
When he did court our furtherance, as this morning. 

Ferd. Antonio, the great master of her household. 
Had been far fitter. 

Card. You are deceived in him : 

' Large coAches. 
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EQs nature is too ho nesty fo r such bu siness. 

He comes : I'll leave you. lExit. 

Enter Bosola. 

Bos. I was lur'd to jou. 

Ferd. Mj brother bere^ the cardinal could never 
Abide you. 

Bos. Never ^'"^ fc^ yr° ^^h-pv i^^bt . 

Ferd.^iaj be some oblique character in your &ce 
Made him suspect you. 

Bos. Doth he study physiognomy? 
There's no more credit to be ^ven to th' face, 
Than to a sick man's urine, which some call 
The physician's whore, because she cozens him. 
He did suspect me wrongfully. 

Ferd. For that 
You must give great men leave to take their times. 
Distrust doth cause us seldom be deceiv'd : 
You see, the oft shaking of the cedar-tree 
Fastens it more at root. 

Bos. Yet, take heed ; 
For to suspect a friend unworthily, 
Instructs him the next way to suspect you. 
And prompts him to deceive you. 

Ferd. There's gold. 

Bos. So, 
What follows? never rain'd such showers as these 
Without thunderbolts i'th' tail of them : whose throat must 
I cut? 

Ferd. Yom* inclinati on to shed b l^ "<^ga p^^t. ^ 
Before my occasio n to use you. I give you that 
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;' To live i'th' court here, and observe the duchess ; 
'8 To note all the particulars of her 'haviour^ 
I What suitors do sohcit her for marriage, 
V And whom she best affects. She's a young widow : 
I would not have her marry again. 

Bos. No, sir? 

Ferd, Do not you ask the reason ; but be satisfied 
I say I would not. 

Bos, It seems you would create me 
One of your familiars. 

Ferd. FamUiar! what's that? 

Bos. Why, a very quaint invisible devil in flesh ; 
An intelligencer. 

Ferd. Such a kind of thriving thing 
I would wish thee ; and er^ long, thou may'st arrive 
At a higher place b v't. 

Bos. Take your devils, 
Which hell calls angek : ^ these curs'd gifts would make 
You a corrupter, me an impudent traitor ; 
And should I take these, they'd take me to hell. 

^ Ferd. Sir, I'll take nothing from you, that I have given : 
There is a place that I procur'd for you 
This morning, the provisorship o' th' horse ; 
Have you heard on't ? 

Bos. No. 

Ferd. 'Tis yours : is't not worth thanks ? 

Bos. I would haveyou curse yourself now,that yourbounty 
(Which makes men truly noble) e'er should make 
Me a villai n. O, that to avoid ingratituder 
I^ ^ttie goo d deed yoU Lave done me,^l must do 

^ Atigd was a gold coin, in value about 8«. 
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AU the ill m an^an^ invent ! Thus the devil ^ 

Candies all sins o'er ; and what heaven terms vile 
That names he complemental. 

Ferd, Be yomBelf ; 
Ke ep your old ^^j) pf m^iATmlmly ; 'twill express 

Yoli PTiyy fTinflft ihs^t afa^^l ithnyft ymir j(^^\ 

Yet strive not to oome near 'em : this will gain 
Access to private lodgings, where yourself 
May, like a politic dormouse 

Bos, As I have seen some, 
Feed in a lord's dish, half asleep, not seeming 
To listen to any talk ; and yet these rogues 
Have cut his throat in a dream. What's my place ? 
The provisorship o'th' horse ? s ay, then, my corru ption 
Gre w out of horse- dim/i; * T nm^nnr r rrntnrr 

Ferd, Away. 

Bob. Let good mi ii, fin ^i|f|)|] iltKulHiinn li ffnod fame. 
Since place and riclies, oft are hribes of shame : 
Sometimes the devil doth preach. [Exit, 

Enter Dttchess, Cahdinaii, and Cabiola.^ ^ '^4i^^ 

Card, We are to part from you ; and your own discretion 
Must now be your director. 

Ferd. You are a widow : 
You know already what man is ; and therefore 
Let not youth, high promotion, eloquence 

Card. No, 
Nor anything without the addition, honour, 
Sway your high blood. 

Ferd, Manj ! they are most luxurious,^ 

' Supplied by Mr. Dyce, ' ' " ' ** Lasciyious, 
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Will wed twice. 

Card. 0,fiel 

Ferd, Their livers are more spotted 
Than Laban's sheep. 

Duch, Diamonds are of most yalue, 
They say, that have past through most jewellers' hands. 

Ferd, Whores, by that rule, are precious. 

Diuih, Will you^ear me ? 
IJll neverj yiftwyi 

Card. So most widows say ; 
But commonly that motion lasts no longer 
Than the turning of an hour-glass : the funeral sermon 
And it, end both together. 

Ferd. Now hear me : 
You live in a rajik pasture here, iW court; 
There is a kind of honey-dew that's deadly ; 
'Twill poison your fame ; look to't : be not cunning ; 
For they whose faces do belie their hearts. 
Are witches ere they arrive at twenty years. 
Ay, and give the devil suck. 

Dmh, This is terrible good counsel. 

Ferd, Hypocrisy is woven of a fine small thread, 
Subtler than Vulcan's engine -} yet, believ't. 
Your darkest actions, nay, your privat'st thoughts. 
Will come to light. 

Card, You may flatter yourself, 
And take your own choice ; privately be married 
Under the eves of night — 

Ferd, Think't the best. voyage 
That e'er you ma de : like the irreppilar crab , 

^ ii e. the net in which he caught Mars and Venus.— Dtcb. 
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Which, t hong^h^t f^oes backward, thinks that it g oes right, 
B ^nse it goes its own waY : but obaerv e. 
S uch wed« 1in gH wiay more properlyj be said 
ftfiiitftil^ ^Kati celebrate d. 

Card, The marriage night 
Is the entrance in to some prison . 

Ferd. And those joys. 
Those lustful pleasures, are like heayj sleeps 
Which do forerun man's mischief. 

Card. Fare you well. 
Wisdom begins at the end : remember it. [EociL 

Bwh. I think this speech between you both was studied. 
It came so roundly off. 

Ferd. You are my sister ; 

This wflft my fa^th^r*** pninard^ do yOU See ? 

I'd be loath to see't look rusty, 'cause 'twas his. 

I would haye you to give o'er these chargeable revels, 

A yisor and a mask are whispering rooms 

That were nerer built for goodness ; — ^fare ye well, 

And beware that part,^ which like the lamprey. 

Hath nerer a bone in't. 

Dueh. Fie, sir. 

Ferd. Nay, 
I mean the tongue ; variety of courtship : 
What cannot a neat knave with a smooth tale 
Make a woman believe ? Farewell, lusty widow. [Exit. 

Dwih. Shall this move me? K aU my royal kindred 
Lay in my way imto this marriage, 
I'd make them my low footsteps : and even now, 

> From the edition of 1708. The editions of 1623 and 1640 
read : *' and women like that part." 
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Even in this hate, as men in some great battles^ 

By apprehending danger, have achiev'd 

Ahnost impossible actions, — I have heard soldiers say so, — 
f So JE^^^rough frights and t hreatenings toU assay 
' Tj^jflj^fj^ftfAnfl vAnnirft. Ti et old wi ves report 

1 winkM, and chose a husb and. Uandia, 

To thy known secrecy I have given up 

More than my life — ^my fame. 
Cart. Both shall be safe : 

For I'll conceal this secret from the worlds 

As warily as those that trade in poison 

Keep poison from their children. 
Duch. Thy protestation 

Is ingenious^ and hearty : I believe it. 

Is Antonio come ? 

Cari, He attends you. 
Du6h^ Good dear soul. 

Leave me ; but place thyself behind the arras. 

Where thou may'st overhear us. Wish me good speed, 

F^r I am goin g into a wildem^ gs 

T^Titirn 1 ihall tinil ^^ P^^r T^^ fn^ndly pJpw. 

TjftJjfiLinjLguidP* [Exit Cariola. 

Enter Antonio. 
I sent for you : sit down ; 
Take pen and ink, and write ; are you ready ? 

Ant Yes. 

Duch. What did I say? 

Ant. That I should write somewhat. 

Du(^» O, I remember. 

* For ingenuous, THhi 
writers.— Halliwell* 
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After these triamphs and this large expence, 
It's fit, like thrifty hasbands, we inquire 
"What's laid up for to-morrow. 

AnU So please your beauteous excellence. 

JDuch. Beauteous ! Indee<^I thank you : 
I look young for your sake ; 
You have ta'en my cares upon you. 

Ant, I'll fetch your grace 
The particulars of your revenue and expence. 

Dudi, O, you are 
An upright treasurer ; but you mistook : 
For when I said I meant to make inquiry 
What's laid up for to-morrow, I did mean 
"What's laid up yonder for me. 

Duch. IsL. heaven . ~ 

I am making my wili, (as 'tis fit princes should, 
In perfect memory,) and, I pray, sir, tell me 
"Were not one better make it smiling, thus. 
Than in deep groans, and terrible ghastly looks. 
As if the gifts we parted with procur'd 
That violent distraction ? 

Ant. O, much better. 

Dwh. If I had a husband now, this care were quit : 
But I intend to make you overseer. 
"What good deed shall we first remember? say. 

Ant. Begin with that first good deed begun i' th' world 
After man's creation, the sacrament of marriage : 
I'd have you first provide for a good husband ; 
Give him aD. 

Duch. AU? 
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ArU, Yes, your excellent self. 

lyuch. In a winding sheet ? 

Ant. In a couple. 

Ihich. St. Winifred, that were a strange will ! 

Ant. 'Twere strange if there were no will in you 
To marry again. 

Duch. "What do you think of marriage ? 

Ant. I take't, as those that deny purgatory, 
It locally contains, or heaven, or hell. 
There's no third place in't. 

Jhich. How do you affect it? 

Ant. My hanishment, feeding my melancholy, 
Would often reason thus. 

Ihich, Pray, let's hear it. 

Ant. Say a man never marry, nor have children. 
What takes that from him ? only the hare name 
Of heing a father, or the weak delight 
To see the little wanton ride a cock-horse 
Upon a painted stick, or hear him chatter 
like a taught starling. 

Dwih. Fie, fie, what's all this? 
One of your eyes is blood-shot ; iise my ring to't. 
They say 'tis very sovereign : 'twas my wedding ring. 
And! did vow never to part with it 
But to my second husband. 

Ant. You have parted with it now. 

Duch. Yes, to help your eye-sight. 

Ant. You have made me stark blind. 

Duch. How? 

Ant. There is a saucy and ambitious devil, 
Is dancing in this circle. 
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Dwih, BemoYe him. 

Ant. How? 

Duch. There needs small conjuratioii, when your finger 
May do it ; thus ; is it fit? [He kneels. 

Ant. What said you ? 

Bfieh. Sir, 
This goodly roof of yours, is too low huilt ; 
I cannot stand upright in't nor discourse, 
Without I raise it higher : raise yourself; 
Or, if you please, my hand to help you : so. 

Ant, Amhition, TnAda rn^ is a f i ^cea i man's-^jadness. 
That is not kept in ch^ns, and close-pent rooms. 
But in &ir lightsome lodgings, and is girt O 

With the wild noise of prattling visitants. 
Which makes it lunatic heybnd all cure. 
Conceiye not I am so stupid hut I aim 
Whereto your fevours tend : hut he's a fool, ^ 

That heing a-cold, would thrust his hands i'th' fire 
To warm them. 

JDudi. So now the ground's hroke. 
You may discover what a wealthy mine 
I make you lord of. 

Ant. O, my unworthiness ! 

Duch. You were ill to sell yourself: 
This darkening of your worth is not like that 
Which tradesmen use i'th' city ; their false lights 
Are to rid had wares off: and I must tell you. 
If you will know where breathes a complete man, 
(I speak it without flattery,) turn your eyes. 
And progress through yourself. 

Ant, Were there nor heaven nor hell, 
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I should be honest : I have long serv* d virtue. 
And ne'er ta'en wages of her. 

Duch, Now she pays it. 
Tj i ri mi n^ n" ^^i^n % i t nrn hnrn prnt * 
Wn nrft fi^ ynM to WOO, because ^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^ us; 
And as a tyrant doubles with his words, 
And fearfully equivocates, so we 
Are forc'd to express our violent passions 
In riddles, and in dreams, and leave the path 
Of simple virtue, which was never made 
To seem the thing it is not. Go, go brag 
You have left me heartless ; mine is in your bosom : 
I hope 'twill multiply love there. You do tremble : 
Make not your heart so dead a piece of flesh. 
To fear, more than to love me. Sir, be confident : 
What is't distracts you? This is flesh and blood, sir; 
'Tis not the figure cut in alabaster, 
Kneels at my husband's tomb. Awake, awake, man ! 
I do here put off all vain ceremony, 
And only do appear to you a young widow 
That claims you for her husband, and like a widow, 
I use but half a blush in't. 

AnU Truth speak for me : 
I will remain the constant sanctuary 
Of your good name. 

Dock, I thank you, gentle love : 
And 'cause you shall not come to me in debt. 
Being now. my steward, here upon your lips 
I sign your Qaietus est. This you should have begg'd now ; 
I have seen children oft eat sweetmeats thus. 
As fearful to devour them too soon. 
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Ant, But for your brothers ? 

Dudl, Do not tjymlr nf thftm 

All discord mthout this circumference 
Is only to be pitied, and not fear'd : 
Yet, should they kn ow it, timj 
empesL 

Awt, These words should be mine, 
And all the parts you have spoke, if some part of it 
Would not have savour'd flattery. 

Duch, Kneel, 

Enter Cabiola. 

Ant. Ha! 

Duch. Be not amaz'd, this woman's of my counsel : 
I have heard lawyers say, a contract in a chamber 
Per verba presenti is absolute marriage. \ 

Bless, heaven, this sacred gordian, wh ifib let violenc e J 
fever untwin e I 

AntTi^d may our sweet affections, like the spheres, 
Be still in motion. 

Ikich, Quickening, and make 
The like soft music. 

Ant. That we may imitate the loving palms. 
Best emblem of a peaceful marriage 
That never bore fruit divided. 

Duch. What can the church force more ? 

Ant, That fortune may not know an accident 
Either of joy, or sorrow, to divide 
Our fixed wishes. 

Duch. HoB L pan the church build faste r ? 
We now ar e man and wife, and 'tis the churc h 
That-gMiflt Jmt echo this. Maid, stand apart : 

VOL. n. N 
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I now am blind. 

Ant, What's your conceit in this ? 

Buck, I ^ould have yon lead your fortune by th e hand 
TTn|;n your mftrria gft be d ! 
(You speak in me this, for we now are one :) 
We'll only lie, and talk together, and plot 
T'appease my humouro us kindred ; and if you please, 
like the old tale in AlexanS^and Lodowick, 
Lay a naked sword between ns, keep ns chaste. 
O, let me shrowd my blushes in your bosom^ 
Since 'tis the treasury nfjill my nnflratj]! \ExeanU 

Cari. Whether th^^irit of greatnessN^r of woman 
Eeign most in her, I&iow noi ; Dut it snews 
A feajM F^^^PS.f J- ^^^ ^^^ much of pity./ \_Eodt. 



ACT II.— Scene I. 

Enter BosoiiA and Castbuccio. 

Bosola* 
|0U say, you would fain be taken for an eminent 
courtier? 
Cast. 'Tis the very mam of my ambition. 
Bo8» Let me see : you have a reasonable good face for't 
aheady, 
And your night-cap expresses your ears sufficient largely. 
I would have you learn to twirl the strings of your band 
With a good grace, and in a set speech, at th' end of every 
sentence, 




Digitized by LjOOQIC 



sc. I.] THE DUCHESS OF MALFI. 179 

To hum tbree or four times, or blow your nose till it smart 
again, 

To recover your memory. When you come to be a presi- 
dent 

In criminal causes, if you smile upon a prisoner, hang him, 
butif 

You frown upon him, and threaten him, let him be sure to 
'scape 

The gallows. 

Cast. 1 would be a very merry president. 
Bos, Do not sup a' nights ; 'twill beget you 

An admirable wit. 

Cast Eather it would make me have a good stomach to 
quarrel; 

For ihey say, your roaring boys^ eat meat seldom. 

And that makes them so valiant. 

But how shall I know whether the people take me 

For an eminent fellow? 

Bos* I will teach a trick to know it : 

Give out you lie a-dying, and if you 

Hear the common people curse you. 

Be sure you are taken for one of the prime night-caps.* 



Eater an Old Lady.^ 

You come from painting now. 
Old Lady, From what? 
Bos. Whj, from your scurvy face-physic< 



author's time. 



* The cant term for the bullying bucks of our i 

' NigktHMpiy — another term for the bullies of the time. 

' This entrance is supplied by Mr. Dyce. In the original, all 

the persons who appear ouring the scenes are named together at 

its commencement. 
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To behold thee not painted^ mclines somewhat near 
A miracle : these in th j face here^ were deep rats. 
And foul sloughs, the last progress. 
There was a ladj in France, that having had the small-pox, 
Flay'd the skin off her face, to make it more level ; 
And whereas before she looked like a nutmeg-grater, 
After she resembled on abortive hedgehog. 

Old Lady, Do you call this painting ? 

Bos. No, no, but you call 't careening of an old 
Morphewed* lady, to make her disembogue again : 
There's rough-cast phrase to your plastic. 

Old Lady, It seems you are well acquainted with my 
closet. 

Bos. One would suspect it for a shop of witchcraft. 
To find in it the fat of serpents, spawn of snakes, Jews' 

spittle. 
And their young childrens' ordure ; and all these for the 

face; 
I would sooner eat a dead pigeon, taken from the soles of 

the feet % 

Of one sick of the plague, than kiss one of you fastinglNJ^ 
Here are two of you, whose sin of your youth is the very 
Patrimony of the physician ; makes him renew 
His foot-doth with the spring, and change his 
High-priced courtezan with the fall of the leaf. 
I do wonder you do not loathe yourselves. 
Observe my meditation now, . 

What thing is in this outward form of mauL-' 
To be belov'd ? We account it ominous, ^ ^ 

If nature do produce a colt, or lamb, 

* Leperous. 
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A &wn9 or goat, in any limb resembling 
A man, and fly from't as a prodigy. . . 

Mim statlds imifta M to a^ ViiH defn|TTnit y jJf^ 

But jn om* own fl oah. tbongh wo^bear cQseases 

Which have iheir tane names only ta'en from beasts, 

As^e most uloeroos wolf and swinish measle. 

Though we are eaten up of lice an dwOTms, 

And^ though continually we bear about us 

A rottCTi ^d dead body, we t^ ght 

Tn^hjilft it in rjt^h tififlV*^ T all our fear. 

Nay all our terror, is, lest our physician 

Should put us in the ground, to be made sweet. 

Your wife's gone to Eome : you two couple, and get you 

To the wells at Lucca, to recover your aches. I 

Have other work on foot. 

l^Exmnt Castruceto and the Old Lady,^ 
I obsere our duchess 

Is sick a-days, she pukes, her stomach seethes, / 
The fins of her eyelids look most teeming blue. 
She wanes iW cheek, and waxes fat i'th' flank. 
And, contrary to our Italian fashion. 
Wears a loose-bodied gown ; there's something in't. 
I have a trick may chance discoyer it, 
A j^retty one : I have bou^t some apricocks,^ 
The first our spring yields — 

Efnier Antonio and Delio« 

Delio. And so long since married ! 

' Supplied by Mr. Dyce. 

* His reason for bringing apricots will appear further on. 
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You amaze me. 

AnU Let me seal your lips for ever : 
For did I think, that anything hut th' air 
Could carry these words from you, I should wish 
You had no hreath at all. — ^Now, sir, in your contem- 
plation ? 
You are studying to hecome a great wise fellow. 

Bo8* O, sir, the opinion of wisdom, 
Is a foul tetter, that runs 
All over a man's hody : if simplicity 
Direct us to have no evil, 

It directs us to a happy heing : for the subtlest foUy 
Proceeds from the subtlest wisdom : 
Let me be simply honest. 

Ant, I do understand your inside. 

Bo8, Do you so ? 

Ant, Because you would not seem to appear to th' world 
Puft up with your prefer«ient,.you continue 
This out-of-fashion melancholy : leave it, leave it. 

Bos, Give me leave to be honest in any phrase, in any 
Complement whatsoever. Shall I confess myself to you? 
I look no higher tha n I can reach : 
fibey are the gocis tnat musi rid^ on winged horses. 
A lawyer^s mule, of a slow pace, will both suit 
My disposition and business : for, mark me, 
When a man's mind rides faster than his. horse can gallop. 
They quickly both tire. 

Ant, You would look up to heaven, but I think 
The devil^ that rdes rtV aiTstands in youTlight. ' 

Bos, O, sir, you are lord of the ascendant, 
Chief man with the duchess ; a duke was your 
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Cousin-german removed. Say you were lineallj 

Descended from King Pepin, or he himself. 

What of this ? search the heads of the greatest rivers 

In the world, you shall find them 

But huhhles of water. Some would think 

The so uls of princes were brought for th 

By HfWTnnrfiwgjghfy oAuwi^ than f hose of mea ner persons : 

Gfliey are deceived, there's the same hand to them ; 

T he like passions sway the m ; 

The same reason 

ThajLmflkgs jjicaJ* t o go to law for a_titi^e-pig, 

And undo his neighbours, 'mikes them spoil 

A whole province, and batter down 

Gbodly cities with the cannon. 

Enter Duchess ixnd Ladies.^ 

Ihich. Your arm, Antonio : do I not grow fat ? 
I am exceeding short-winded. Bosola, 
I would have you, sir, provide for me a litter; 
Such a one as the Duchess of Florence rode in. 

Bos, The duchess us'd one when she was great with child. 

DtK^. I think she did. Come hither, mend my ruff: 
Here, when ?* thou art such a tedious lady ; and 
Thy breath smells of lemon pills : would thou hadst done ! 
Shall I swoon under thy fingers ? I am 
So troubled with the mother.* 

Bos. I fear too much. 

Duch. I have heard you say, that tiie French courtiers 

* Supplied by Mr. Dyce. 

' An exclamation of impatience — When will you have done ? 

' Hysterical passions. 
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Wear their hats on fore the kmg. 

AtU, I have seen it. 

Duch, In the presence ? 

Ant, Yes. 

Ihich, Why should not we hring up that fashion ? 
'Tis ceremony more than duty, that consists 
In the removing of a piece of felt : 
Be you the example to the rest o'th' court, 
Put on your hat first. 

Ant. You must pardon me : 
I have seen, in colder countries than in France, 
Nobles stand bare to th' prince ; and the distinction 
Methought shew'd reverently. 

Bos, I have a present for your grace. 

Ihichn Forme, sir? 

Bos. Apricocks, madam* 

Duch. O, sir, where are they? 
I have heard of none to* year. 

Bos. Good, her colour rises. 

Duch. Indeed I thank you : they are wondrous fair ones: 
What an unskilM feUow is our gardener I 
We shall have none this month. 

Bos. Will not your grace pare them ? 

Duch, No : they taste of musk, methinks ; indeed they 
do. 

Bos. I know not : yet I wish your grace had par'd 'em. 

Duch. Why? 

Bos^ I forgot to tell you, the knave gardener, 
Only to raise his profit by them the sooner, 

' An expression now mstic, but quite analogous with the to- 
day which retains its position in genteel society* 
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Did ripen them in horse-dung. 

Du^. O, you jest. — 
You shall judge : praj^ taste one* 

Ant. Indeed, madam, 
I do not love the fruit. 

Dwih. Sir, you are loath 
To roh us of our dainties : 'tis a delicate fruit ; 
They say they are restoratiye. 

Bos. 'Tis a pretty art, 
This grafting. 

Dwih. 'Tis so : a hettering of nature. 

Bos. To make a pippin grow upon a crah, 
A damson on a hlack-thom. How greedily she eats them I 
A whirlwind strike off these hawd farthingales ! 
For, hut for that, and the loose-hodied gown, 
I should have discover'd apparently 
The young springal cutting a caper in her helly. 

Dwih. I thank you, Bosola : they were right good ones, 
K they do not make me sick. 

Ant. How now, madam ? 

Dwih. This green fruit and my stomach are not friends : 
How they swell me ! 

Bos. Nay, you are too much swell'd already. 

Dwih. O, I am ia an extreme cold sweat ! 

Bos. I am very sorry. [Exit. 

Dwih. Lights to my chamber. O, good Antonio, 
I fear I am undone ! 

Ddio. Lights there, Ughts. [Eocit Duu^uss. 

Ant. O my most trusty Delio, we are lost ! 
I fear she's fallen ia labour; and there's left 
No time for her remoye. 
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Delio. Have jou prepar'd 
Those ladies to attend her? and procur'd 
That politic safe conveyance for the midwife. 
Your duchess plotted? 

Ant, I have. 

Delio, Make use then of this forc'd occasion : 
Give out that Bo sola hath poisoned her 
With these apricocks ; that will give some colour 
iV ner keepmg'wose. 

Ant, Fie, fie, the physicians 
Will then flock to her. 

Delio. For that you may pretend 
She'll use some prepar'd antidote of her own, 
Lest the physicians should re-poison her. 

Ant. I am lost in amazement : I know not what to think 
on't. [Eivewnt. 

SCENE 11. 

Enter Bosola. 
Bos. So, so, there's no question hut her tetchiness 
And most vulturous eating of the apricocks, are 
Apparent signs of breeding. 

Enter an Old Lady.* 
Now? 

Old Lady, I am in haste, sir. 

Bo8. There was a young waiting-woman, had a mon- 
strous desire 
To see the glass-house — 

' Supplied by Mr. Dyce. 
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Old Lady, Nay, pray let me go. 
Bos, And it was only to know what strange instrument 
it was, 
Should swell up a glass to the fashion of a woman's helly. 

Old Lady, I will hear no more of the glass-house. 
You are still abusing women. 

Bos, Who I? no, only, by the way, now and then. 
Mention your frailties. The orange-tree 
Bears ripe and green fruit and blossoms, 
Altogether : and some of you 
Give entertainment for pure love, but more^ 
For more precious reward. The lusty 
Spring smells well; but drooping autumn tastes well. If we 
Have the same golden showers, that rained in the time of 

Jupiter 
The thunderer, you have the same Danaes still, to hold up 
Their laps to receive them. Didst thou never study 
The mathematics? 

Old Lady, What's that, sir? 

Boa, Why, to know the trick how to make a many lines 
meet 
In one centre. Gk>, go, give your foster-daughters good 

counsel : 
Tell them, that the devil takes delight to hang at a woman's 

girdle. 
Like a false rusty watch, that she cannot discern 
How the time passes. [Eosit Old Lady. 

Enter Antonio, EoDERiao, and Gtbisolan. 

Ant, Shut up the court-gates. 
JSod!. Why, sir ? what's the danger ? 
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Ant, Shut up the posternB presently^ and call 
All the officers o'ih' court. 

Oris, I shall instandj. [Exit. 

Ant, Who keeps the key oW park gate? 

Eod, Forohosco. 

Ant, Let him hring't presently. 

Enter Gbisolan and Sbbvamts* 

First Serv. O, gentlemen o'th' court, the foulest treason t 

Bos, If that these apricocks should he poison'd now. 
Without my knowledge ! 

Serv, There was taken even now a Switzer in the duchess^ 
bed-chamher — 

Second Serv, A Switzer ! 

Serv, With a pistol in his great cod-piece. 

Bos, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Serv, The cod-piece was the case for^t. 

Second Serv, There was a cunning traitor ; who would 
have searched his cod-piece ? 

Serv, True, if he had kept out of the ladies' chambers : 
and all the moulds of his buttons were leaden bullets. 

Second Serv, O, wicked cannibal ! a firelock in's cod- 
piece! 

Serv, 'Twaa a French plot, upon my life. 

Second Serv, To see what the devil can do ! 

Ant, Are all the officers here ? 

Servants, We are. 

Ant, Gentlemen, 
/ We have lost much plate you know ; and but this evening 

Jewels, to the value of four thousand ducats> 
V Are missing in the duchess' cabinet. 
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Are the gates shut ? 

Serv. Yes. 

AnU ^Tis the duchess' pleasure 
Each officer be lock'd into his chamber 
Till the sun-rising ; and to send the keys 
Of all their chests, and of their outward doors 
Into her bed-chamber. She is very sick. 

Bod, At her pleasure. - 

Ant. She entreats you tak't not iU : the innocent 
Shall be the more approv'd by it. 

Bos. Gentlemen o'th' wood-yard, where's your Switzer 
now? 

Serv. By this hand 'twas credibly reported by one o'th' 
blackguard.^ [Exeamt Gentlemen. 

Delio. How fares it with the duchess ? 

Ant. She's expos'd 
Unto the worst of torture, pain and fear. 

Ddio. Speak to her all happy comfort. 

Ant. How I do play the fool with mine own danger I 
You are this night, dear friend, to post to Bome :%,^ ^ > 
My life lies in your service. ' ^> 

Delio. Do not doubt me. 

Ant. O, 'tis for from me ! and yet fear presents me 
Somewhat that looks like danger. 

Ddio, Believe it, 
'Tis but the shadow of your fear, no more : 
How superstitiously we mind our evils ! 
The throwing down salt, or crossing of a hare, 
Bleeding at nose, the stumbling of a horse. 
Or singing of a cricket, are of power 

1 One of the scullions or lower servants. 
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To daunt whole man in us. Sir, fare joa well : 

I wish you all the joys of a blest father ; 

And, for my £Gdth, lay this unto your breast. 

Old Mends, like old swords, stiU are trusted best. \EodU 

Enter Cabiola, 

Oari, Sir, you are the happy &ther <rf a son : 
Your wife commends him to you. 

Ant. Blessed comfort ! 
For heaven' sake tend her well : Til presently 

00 set a figure for's nativity. [ExeunU 

SCENE in. 

Enter Bosoi«a, with a dark lantern. 

Bob. Sure I did hear a woman shriek : list, ha ! 
And the sound came, if I received it right. 
From the duchess' lodgings. There's some stratagem 
In the confining all our courtiers 
To their several wards : I must have part of it ; 
My intelligence will freeze else* List, again ! 
It may be 'twas the melancholy bird, 
Best friend of silence and of solitariness, 
The owl, that scream'd so. Ha ! Antonio ! 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. I heard some noise. Who's there ? what art thou ? 

speak. 
Bos. Antonio ? put not your face nor body 
To such a forc'd expression of fear : 

1 am Bosola, your friend. 
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Ant, Bosola! 
This mole does undermine me — ^Heard jou not 
A noise even now ? 

Bos, From whence? 

Ant, From the duchess' lodging. 

Bos. Not I: did you? 

Ant, I did, or else I dream'd. 

Bos, Let's walk towards it. 

Ant, No : it may be 'twas 
But the rising of the wind. 

Bos, Very likely: 
Methinks 'tis very cold, and yet you sweat. 
You look wildly. 

Ant, I have been setting a figure 
For the duchess' jewels. 

Bos, Ah, and how falls your question ? 
Do you find it radical? 

Ant, What's that to you? 
'Tis rather to be question'd what design, 
When all men were commanded to their lodgings. 
Makes you a night-walker. 

Bos. In sooth I'll tell you : 
Now all the court's asleep, I thought the devil 
Had least to do here ; I came to say my prayers. 
And if it do offend you I do so, 
You are a fine courtier. 

Ani, This fellow will undo me. 
You gave the duchess apricocks to-day : 
Pray heaven they were not poison'd. 

Bos, Poison'd ! a Spanish fig^ 

* Figs were a common medium for poison. 
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For the imputation. 

Ant. Traitors are ever confident, 
Till they are discovered. There were jewels stol'n too : 
In my conceit, none are to he suspected 
More than yourself. 

Bos. You are a false steward. 

Ant, Saucy slave, I'll pull thee up hy the roots. 

Bos, Maybe the ruin will crush you to pieces. 

Ant. Y,ou are an impudent snake indeed, sir. 
Are you scarce warm, and do you show your sting? 
You libel well, sir. 

Bos, No, sir: copy it out,. 
And I will set my hand to't. 

Ant, ATyjnnftft hlft^Ha. 

One that ^e re superstitious woul d count 

This onunous, when it merely comes by chance : 

Two lett ers, that are wrotr hrrn for mj name, 

lere accide nt. — ^For you, sir, I'll take order 
I'th' mom you shall be safe — 'tis that must colour 
Her lying in — sir, this door you pass not : 
I do not hold it fit that you come near 
The duchess' lodgings, till you have quit yourself. — 
The great are like the base, nay, they are the same. 
When they seek shameful ways to avoid shame. [Eodt. 

Bos, Antonio hereabout did drop a paper. 
Some of your help, false friend.^ O, here it is : 
"WTiat's here ? a child's nativity calculated I 

The Duchess was delivered of a son, 'tween the hours 
]ielve and o ne in the night. Anno Dom. 1 504, (gi at's this 

» (To his lantern.) 
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year) decimo nono Deeembris, (ihat's this night,) taken 

according to the meridian of Malfi (that's our Duchess : 

happy disooveiy!) Thelord of the JlrstTiouse being combust 

in the ascendant, sign ifies short lif^ : and Mars being in a 

human sign, joined to the tail of the Dragon, in the eighth 

Tiouse, doth threaten a violent death, Cietera non scru- 

tantur. 

Whjy now 'tis most apparent : thiftj^recisejBllow 

I s thej iirhrm' haTrri T have it to my wish ! 

This is a parcel of intelligency 

Our courtiers were cas'd up for : it needs must follow. 

That I must be committed, on pretence \ 

Of poisoning her; which 111 endure, and laugh at. 

If one could find the father now ! but that 

Time will discover. Old Castruccio 

I'th' morning posts to Eome : by him 111 send 

A letter, that shall make her brothers' galls 

O'erflow their livers. This was a thrifty way. 

Though lust do mask in ne'er so strange disguise. 

She's oft found witty, but is never wise. {^Eant, 

SCENE IV. 
Enter Cabdinal, and Jitlia. ^ ^ 'V : . 

Card. Sit: thou art my best of. wishes. Prithee tell me, 
What trick didst thou invent to come to Bome 
T^thout thy husband? 

Jidia. Why, my lord, I told him 
I came to visit an old anchorite ' ' ' 
Here, for devotion. 

Card. Thou art a witty felse one ; 

VOL. n. o 
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I mean, to him. 

Julia, You have prevail'd with me 
Beyond my strongest thoughts : I would not now 
Find you inconstant. 

Card, Do not put thyself 
To such a voluntary torture, which proceeds 
Out of your own guilt. 

Julia, How, my lord? 

Card, You fear my constancy, because you have ap- 
prov'd 
Those giddy and wild turnings in yourself. 

Julia, Did you e'er find them ? 

Card, Sooth, generally ; for women, 
A man might strive to make glass malleable^ 
Ere he should make them fixed. 

Julia, So, my lord. 

Card, We had need go borrow that fantastic glass. 
Invented by Galileo the Florentine, 
To view another spacious world i'th' moon, 
And look to find a constant woman there. 

Julia, This is very well, my lord. 

Card, "Why do you weep ? 
Are tears your justification ? the self-same tears 
Will fall into your husband's bosom, lady. 
With a loud protestation that you love him 
Above the world. Come, I'll love you wisely : 
That's jealousy ; since I am very certain 
You cannot make me cuckold. 

Julia, I'll go home 
To my husband. 

Card, You may thank me, lady : 
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I have taken you off your melancholy perch, 

Bore you upon my fist, and sheVd you game, 

And let you fly at it. — ^I pray thee kiss me. — 

When thou was't with thy hushand, thou was't watch'd 

Like a tame elephant : — (stiU you are to thank me :) — 

Thou hadst only kisses from him, and high feeding ; 

But what delight was that? 'twas just like one 

That hath a little fingering on the lute. 

Yet cannot tune it : — still you are to thank me. 

Julia, You told me of a piteous wound i W heart, 
And a sick liver, when you woo'd me first. 
And spake like one in physic. 

Card. Who's that?— 

Ewter Sbbvant.^ 

Best firm, for my affection to thee, 
Lightning moves slow to't. 

Serv. Madam, a gentleman. 
That's come post from Malfi, desires to see you. 
. Card. Let him enter : 111 withdraw. [Exit. 

Serv. He says, 
Your hushand, old Castruccio, is come to Borne, 
Most pitifully tired with riding post. [Exit. 

Enter Delio. 

Julia. Siguier Delio ! 'tis one of my old suitors. ^ , 

Delio. I was hold to come and see you. 

Julia. Sir, you are welcome. 

Delio. Do you lie here ? 

Julia, Sure, your own experience 

' Supplied by Mr. Dyoe. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



196 THE DUCHESS OF MALFI. [act n. 

Will satisfy you, no : our Roman prelates 
Do not keep lodging for ladies. 

Delio, Very well : 
I have brought you no commendations from your husband, 
For I know none by him. 

Julia, I hear he's come to Eome. 
Delio, I never knew man and beast^ of a horse and a 
knight, 
So we ary of each other ; if he had had a good back, 
lie would have undertoo k to have home his J iorse, 
His breecC was so pitifuBy sore. 

Julia, Your laughter 
Is my pity.^ 

Delio, Lady, I know not whedier 
. ^A" ^ftpt "'^npy) ^nt T hftvn brought ynu some. 
Jidia, From my husband ? 
Delio, No, from mine own allowan ce. 
Julia, I must hear the condition, ere I be bound to take 

it. 
Ddio, Look on't, 'tis gold ; hath it not a fine colour ? 
Julia, I have a bird more beautiful. 
Delio, Try the sound on't. 
Julia, A lute-string far exceeds it : 
It hath no smell, like cassia, or civet ; 
Nor is it physical, though some fond doctors 
Persuade us seeth't in cullises.* I'D tell you, 
This is a creature bred by ; 

* I pity that which moves your laughter. 

' A cuUis was a strong and savoury broth of boiled meat, 
strained, for debilitated persons : the old receipt books recommend 
" pieces of gold" among its ingredients. — Dyob. 
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Enter Sebyant. 

Serv. Your husband's come^ 
Haih deliver'd a letter to the Duke of Calabria, 
That to my thinkings hath put him out of his wits. \_EinU 

Jtdia. Stir, you hear: 
Pray let me know your business, and your suit. 
As briefly as can be. , 

Delio, With good speed, I wouldj palLjgu, "N 

At anoh timft aa jt^n axe non-r esident / 

With jour husband, my mistre ss. ^ \ 

Jtdia. Sir, I'D go ask my husband if I shall, 
And straight return your answer. \_Exit, 

Ddio. Very fine. 
I» thin hftr wit, nr hnnrtity, thflt nprakfl thnn ? 
I heard one say the duke was highly moy'd 
With a letter sent froin Malfi. I do fear 
iWnnifr \ ? betray ^ : how fearfully 
Shews his ambition now ! unfortunate fortune ! 
They pass through whirlpools, and deep woes do shun. 
Who the event weigh, ere the action's done. [Exit, 

SCENE V. 

Enter Caxdinal, and Ferdinand with a letter. 

Ferd. I have this night digg'd up a mandrake. 
Car^, Say you ? . 

Ferd. And \nn \ grown mad with 'tTJC} 
Card. What's the prodigy ? 

Ferd. Bead there, a sister danm'd : she's loose i'th* 
hilts; 
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Grown a notorious stnunpet. 

Card, Speak lower. 

Ferd. Lower! 
Bogues do not whisper't now, but seek to publish't 
(Ab servants do ihe.bount j of their lords) 
Aloud ; and with a covetous searching eye. 
To mark who note them. O, confusion seize her ! 
She hath had most cunning hawds to serve her tum^ 
And more secure conveyances for lust^ 
Than towns of garrison for service. 

Card. Is't possible ? 
Can this be certain ? 

Ferd. Bhubarb, O, for rhubarb^ 
To purge this choler ! here's the cursed day 
To prompt my memory ; and here't shall stick 
Till of her bleeding heart I make a sponge 
To wipe it out. 

Card. Why do you make yourself 
So wild a tempest ? 

Ferd, Would I could be one, 
That I might toss her palace 'bout her ears, 
Boot up her goodly forests, blast her meads, 
And lay her general territory as waste, 
As she hath done her honours. 

Card, Shall our blood, 
The royal blood of Arragon and Castile, 
Bo thus attainted? 

Ferd. Apply desperate physic : 
We must not now use balsamum, but fire. 
The smarting cupping-glass, for that's the mean 
To purge infected blood, such blood as hers. 
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There in ^ 1rin<^ ftf pi^ ytl minft ft jft^ 

ITl-givo it to my himdkorchief ; and now 'tis here 
111 bequeath this to her bastard. 

Card. What to do? 

Ferd, Why, to make soft lint for his, mother's wounds, 
When T hf i i r h r Tr n d h r r tn pi rvrn 

Card. Curs'd creature ! 
Unequal nature, to place women's hearts 
So far upon the left side ! 

Ferd, Foolish men, 
That e'er will trust their honour in a bark 
Made of so slight weak bulrush as is woman. 
Apt every minute to sink it I 

Card. Thus 
Ignorance, when it hath purchas'd honour. 
It cannot wield it. 

Ferd. Methjn ks I see her laughing : — 
Excellent hyena ! Talk to me somewhat, quickly. 
Or my imagination will carry me 
To see >ior m tlif> RhftTnftfiil act of sin . 

Card. With whom? 

Ferd. Happily with some strong-thigh'd bargeman, 
Or one o'ih' wood-yard, that can quoit the sledge, 
Or toss the bar, or else some lovely squire 
That carries coals up to her privy lodgings. 

Card. Vffli f^y ^yoff^ y»"^ ''***^P 

Ferd. Go to, mistress I 
'Tis notj Qur whore's milk that shall quench my wild-fire, 
"Rnt jnur irhnrr'n hlnnri 

Card. "R^^hf iil^j tihf TTfl tb^7 '^ip, Thirh pir^^ you. 
As men conveVd by witches through the jit» 
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On riolent whiriwindB ! this intempente noise 
Fitlj resembles deaf men's shrill disooorsey 
Who talk aloud, thinking all other men 
To have their imperfection. 

Ferd. Hare not joa 
Mjpalsj? 

Ca/rd. Yes ^ I can be angr y 
Without this rupture : there is not in n ^ure^^ 
A thing that makes man so deform'd, tAWatTy^^ 
As doth intem pera te ange r. Chide yourself. 
You have divers men, who never jet express'd 
Their strong desire of rest, but by unrest. 
By vexing of themselves. Come, put yourself 
In tune. 

Ferd, So : I will only study to seem 
The thinj^T am not,, 1 Q^riAA kill lipr now^ 
In you, or in myself; for I do think 
Ti 1^ ftftt ne sin m us. heaven doth reveng 
By her. \}^Y^ 

Card. Are you s tark mad ? j\y\^ 

Ferd, I would havelKe^ bodies 
Burnt in a coal-pit with the ventage stopp'd, 
That their curs'd smoke might not ascend to heaven ; 
Or dip the sheets they lie in in pitch or sulphur. 
Wrap them in't, and then light them like a match ; 
Or else to boil their bastard to a cullis 
And give't his lecherous father, to renew 
The sin of his back. 

Card. Ill leave you. 

Ferd. Nay, I have done. 
I am confident, had I been damn'd in hell> 



^-r- 
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And should have heard of this, it would have put me 

Into a cold sweat. In, in, I'll go sleep. 

Till I kn ow who leaps m^ sister, I'll not stir : 

Thai"known, I'll find scorpions to st ring m y whi] 

And fijLJi ^in a general eclips e. [Eocmnt 



ACT ni.— Scene L 

Enier Antonio and Delio. 

Antonio^ • 
UK nohle friend, my most heloyed Delio t 
O, you have been a stranger long at court : 
Came you along with the Lord Ferdinand ? 

Delio, I did, sir : and how fares your noble duchess ? 

Ant, Eight fortunately well : she's an excellent 
Feeder of pedigrees ; since you last saw her, 
She hath had two children more, a son and daughter. -^ 

Delio. Methinks 'twas yesterday ; let me but wink, 
And not behold your face — ^which to mine eye 
Is somewhat leaner — ^verily I should dream 
It were within this half hour. 

Ant, You have not been in law, friend Delio, 
Nor in prison, nor a suitor at the court. 
Nor begg'd the reversion of some great man's place. 
Nor troubled with an old wife, which doth make 
Your time so insensibly hasten, 

Delio, Pray, sir, tell me. 
Hath not this news arriv'd yet to the ear 
Of the lord Cardinal? 

Ant, I fear it hath : 



,jS^^^¥^ 
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The Lord Ferdinand, that's newlj come to court, 

T>Qfe}| hea r hlmy^lf rigrht. dy igArnin^Jy. 

Delio, Pray, why ? 

Ant, He is bo quiet, that he aeems to sleep 
T he tempest out, as dormifle d^ in win ter ! 
Thofle hnnftfta that arft ^haunted, ftg^m ost still 
Till the devO he up. 

JJelio, What say the common people ? 

Ant, The common rahhle do directly say 
She is a strumpet. 

Delio, And your graver heads, 
Which would he politic, what censure^ they ? 

Ant, They do ohserve, I grow to infi nite purcha se.^ 
The left hand way ; and all suppose the duchess 
Would amend it, if she could : for, say they, 
' Great princes, though they grudge their officers 
Should have such large and unconfined means 
To get wealth under them, will not complain, 
Lest therehj they should make them odious 
Unto the people ; far*»the rjohlig atbn 
Of love or mft^ftg''. hotwrm lii I iJTni me, 
They never dream of. 

helio. The liord Ferdinand 
Is going to hed. 

Enter Duchbss, Fbedinand, Bosola. 

Ferd, Til instantly to hed. 
For I am weary. I am to hespeak 

» Think. 

' PttrcJuue — great gains, ordinarily understood, in our author's 
time, as having been acquired by unjust and dishonest means. 
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A husband for you. — 

Duch, For me, sir ! praj who is't? 

Ferd. The great Count Malateste. *-«^ 

Duch, Fie upon him : 
A count ! he's a mere stick of sugar-candj ; 
You may look quite thorough him. When I choose 
A husband, I will marry for your honour. 

Ferd, You shall do well in't. How is't, worthy An- 
tonio? 

Dwch. But, sir, I am to have private conference with you 
About a scandalouB report is spread 
Touching mine honour. 

Ferd. Let me be ever deaf to't : 
One of Pasquil's paper-bullets, court-calamny, 
A pestilent air, which princes' palaces 
Are seldom purg'd of. Yet, say that it were true, 
I pour it in your bosom : my fix'd lore 
Would strongly excuse, extenuate, nay, deny 
Faults, were they apparent in you. Gro, be safe 
In your own innocency. 

Ihich, O bless'd comfort ! 
This deadly air is purg'd. 

[Exmrvt all hat Ferdinand and BosoUi. 

lerd. Her guilt treads on 
Hot burning culters. Now, Bosola, 
How thrives our intelligence ? 

Bos, Sir, uncertainly : 
'Tis rnmour'd she hath had three bastards, but 
By whom, we may go reaa i^th* stafSr"' 

Ferd, Why some 
Hold opinion, all things are written there, \^^ 
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Bos, Yes, if we could find spectacles to read them. 
I do suspect, there hath heen some sorcery 
Us'd on the duchess. 

Ferd, Sorcery ! to what purpose ? 

Bos, To make her dote on some desertless fellow. 
She shames to acknowledge. 

Ferd, Can your faith give way 
To think there's power in potions, or in charms, 
"[^ o make us love whether we will or n o ? 

Bos, Most certainly. 

Ferd, Away, these are mere gulleries, horrid things, 
Inyented hy some cheating mountehanks, 
To abuse us. Do you think that herbs, or charms. 
Can force the will ? Some trials have been made 
In this foolish practice, but the ingredients 
Were lenitive poisons, such as are of force 
To make the patient mad ; and straight the witch 
Swears by equivocation they are in love. 
y'^ The witch-craft lies in her rank blood. This night 
I will forcej ^^"^<^aa^nn ^^^ ^^ You told me 
You had got, within these two days, a false key 
Into her bed-chamber. 

Bos, I have. 

Ferd, As I would wish. 

Bos, "What do you intend to do ? 

Ferd, Can you guess ? 

Bos, No. 

Ferd, Do not ask then : 
He that can compass me, and know my drifts. 
May say he hath put a girdle 'bout the world. 
And sounded all her quicksands. 
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Bos, I do not think so. 

Ferd, What do you think, then, pray? 

Bos, That you are 
Your own chronicle too much, a nd gross ly 
riatterj[Oijcafilf.> 

Ferd, Give me thy hand ; I thank thee : 
I never gve pension but to flatter ers. 
Till I entertainedJihfiSi^jrarewell. 
That friend a gi'eat man^s ruin strongly che cks, 
Who r ails into his belief all hia d efects^ [ExeyaU. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Duchbss, Antonio, and Cabiola. 

Duch, Bring me the casket hither, and the glass. 
You get no lodging here to night, my lord. 

Ant, Indeed, I must persuade one. 

Duch, Very good : 
I hope in time 'twill grow into a custom. 
That noblemen shall come with cap and knee, 
To purchase a night's lodging of their wives. 

Ant, I must lie here. 

Duch, Must ! you are a lord of misrule. 

Ant, Indeed, my rule is only in the night. 

Dach. To what use will you put me ? 

Ant, We'll sleep together. 

Dwch, Alas, 
What pleasure can two lovers find in sleep ! 

Cari, My lord, I lie with her often ; and I know 
She'll much disquiet you. 

Ant, See, you are complain'd of. 
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Cari. For she's the sprawlingest bedfellow. 

Ant, I shall like her the better for that. 

Cari, Sir, shall I ask you a question ? 

Ant. Ay, pray thee, Oariola. 

Cari. Wherefore still, when you lie with my lady. 
Do you rise so early ? 

Ant. Labouring men 
Count the clock offcenest, Cariola ; 
Are glad when their task's ended. 

Jhich. TU stop your mouth. 

Ant. Nay, that's but one ; Venus had two soft doves 
To draw her chariot ; I must have another. 
"When wilt thou marry, Oariola ? 

Cari. Never, my lord. 

Ant. O, fie upon this single life ! iorego it. 
We read how Daphne, for her pewsh^ flight, 
Became a fiiiitless bay-tree ; Syrinx tum'd 
To the pale empty reed ; ^Anazac^te 
Was frozen into marble : whereas those 
Which married, or proy'd kind unto their Mends, 
Were, by a gracious influence, transhap'd 
Into the olive, pomegranate, mulberry. 
Became flowers, precious stones, or eminent stars. 

Cari. This i» a vain poetry ; but I pray you tell me. 
If there were proposed me, wisdom, riches, and beauty. 
In three several young men, which should I choose. 

Ant. 'Tis a hard question : this was Paris' case. 
And he was blind in't, and there was great cause ; 
For how was't possible he could judge right, 
Having three amorous goddesses in view, 

^ Pemsftp— foolish. 
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And the J stark naked ? 'twas a motion 

Were able to beniglit the apprehension 

Of the severest counsellor of Europe. 

Now I look on both your faces so well form'd, 

It puts me in mind of a question I would ask. 

Cari. Whatis't? 

AnU I do wonder whj hard-favour'd ladies, 
For the most part, keep worse-favour'd waiting- women, 
To attend them, and cannot endure fiur ones. 

Duch. O, that's soon answer'd. 
Did you ever in your life know an ill painter 
Desire to have his dwelling next door to the shop 
Of an excellent picture-maker ? 'twould disgrace 
His face-making, and undo him. I prithee, 
"When were we so merry ? My hair tangles. 

AnU Pray thee, Cariola, let's steal forth the room, 
And let her talk to herself: I have divers times 
Serv'd her the like, when she hath chaf 'd extremely. 
"^ I love to see her angry. Softly, Cariola. [Exeunt, 

Duch, Doth not the colour of my hair 'gin to change ? 
When I wax gray, I shall have aU the court 
Powder their hair with arras * to be like me. 
You have cause to love me ; I enter'd you into my heart 
Before you would vouchsafe to call for the keys. 



Enter Febdinand wnseen. 

We shall one day have my brothers take you napping 
Methinks his presence, being now in court, 
Should juaka you keep your own bed ; bjiit ymi'lLsgy 
Love^ mixt with fear is sweetest. Fll j jSsugfiLjMMi, 

* Arrat, — See note, ante p. 116. 



\<so«^ y 
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You shall get no more cbildren till my brothers 

Consent to be your gossips. Have you lost your tongue ? 

'Tis welcome :^ 
For know, whether I am doom'd to live or die, 
I can do both like a prince. 

Ferd. Die then quickly. 

\ Ferdinand gives her a po niard. 
Virtue, where art thou hid ? what hideous thing 
Is it that doth eclipse thee? 

Duck. Pray, sir, hear me. 

Ferd, Or is it true thou art but a bare name, 
And no essential thing ? 

Buck. Sir 

Ferd. Do not speak. 

Duch. No, sir : 
I will plant my soul in mine ears, to hear you. 

Ferd, O, most imperfect light of human reason, 
That mak'st us^ so unhappy to foresee 
What we can least prevent ! Pursue thy wishes. 
And glory in them : there's in shame no comfort. 
But to be past all boimds and sense of shame. 

Duch, I pray, sir, hear me : I jmo^joafjiiBd. 

Ferd, &o. 

Duch, Happily,* not to your liking : but for that, 
Alas, your shears do come untimely now 
To clip the bird's wings, that's already flown ! 
Will you see my husband ? 

Ferd, Yes, 

* So in the original; but there are evidently some worda 
missing. 

^ C/»,— supplied by Mr. Dyce. 
' Perchance. 
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If I could change eyes with a hasilisk. 

Dwh, Sure^ jou came hither 
Bj his confederacy. 

Ferd. Tk^ Via^i;,.^^ ^f « t.rn|f 

Is pa usic to thee, screech-owl: p rithee, peace. 

Whatever thou art that, hast enjoy'd my sister, 

For I am sure thou hears't me, for thine own sake 

Let me not know thee. I come hither prepar'd 

To work thy discovery ; yet am now pers uaded 

T t would hft^et ^" ch violent effec ts 

As wo uld dagan us hoth. I Would not for ten millions 

I had heheld thee; therefore use all means 

I never may have knowledge of thy name ; ; " i ^ 

Enjoy thy lust still, and a wretched life, S 

On that condition. And for thee, vile woman,-^ 

If thou do wish thy lecher may grow old 

In thy emhracements, I would have thee build 

Such a room for him as our anchorites 

To hoUer use inhabit. Let not the sun 

Shine on him, till he's dead \ let dogs and monkies 

Only converse with him, and such dumb things 

To whom nature denies use to sound his name ; 

Do not keep a paraquito,^ lest she learn it ; 

If thou do love him, cut out thine own tongue 

Lest it bewray him.. 

Duch, Why might not I marry ? 
I haYa.not gong ^^ii^ILiluM^u^ate 

Ayiy TiA^ wnrlH nr ^ilftt^m, 

Ferd, Thou art undone ; 
And thou hast ta'en that massy sheet of lead 

* Paroquet. 
VOL. n. p 
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That hid thy husband's bones, and folded it 
About my heart. 

Dwih. Mine bleeds for't I 
^ Ftrd. Thine! thy heart I 
What should I name% unless a hollow bullet 
Fill'd with unquenchable wild-fire? 

Buck. You are in this 
Too strict ; and were you not my princely brother, 
I would say, too wilful : my reputation 
Is safe. 

Ferd, Dost thou know what rft pitatiftp i^ ^ 
I'll tell tEee, — to small purpose, since th' instruction 
Comes now too late. 

Jpon a time Beputation, Loyo, and Death 
Would trayel o'er the world ; and it was eonduded 
That they should part, and take three several ways. 
Death told them, they should find him in great battles. 
Or cities plagu'd with plagues : Love gives them counsel 
To enquire for him 'mongst unambitious shepherds. 
Where dowries were not talk'd of, and sometimea 
'Mongst quiet kindred, that had nothing left 
By their dead parents : stay, quoth Beputadon, 
Do not forsake me ; f or it is my n ature 
If once I part from any maB>ij^ meet> 
I ffn never found again . And so, for you ; 
You have shook hands with Beputation, 
Agd made him invisib le. So &re you well : 
never see you more. 

Duch, Why should only I, 
Of all the other princes of the worlds 
Be caa'd up, like a holy relic ? I have youth, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



sc. n.] THE DUCHESS OF MALFL 211 

And a little beauty. 

lerd. So you have some virgins, 
That are witches. I will never see thee more. [^Exit 

Enter Antonio with apistoL 

Duch. You saw this apparition ? 

AnL Yes : we are 
Betra/d. How came he hither ? I should turn 
This to thee, for that.^ 

Oari. Pray, sir, do; and when 
That you have clefit my heart, you shall read there 
Mine innocence. 

Duch, That gallery gave him entrance* 

Ant. I would this terrible thing would come again, 
That, standing on my guard, I might relate 
My warrantable love I Ha ! what means this ? 

[She shews the poniard, 

Duch, He left this with me. 

Ant. And it seems, did wish 
You would use it on yourself. 

Duch. His action 
Seem'd to intend so much. 

Ant. This hath a handle to't, 
As well as a point : turn it towards him, 
And so fasten the keen edge in his rank gall. 
How now ! who knocks? more earthquakes ! 

Dtich, I stand 
As if a mine beneath my feet were ready 
To be blown up. 

Cari. 'Tis Bosola. 

' To Cariola. 
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Dueh, Away. 
O misery ! methinks yijitet actions 
Should wear these masl^ and curtains, and not we. 
n ou must mstantiy part* nen ce : 1 have tdAYnxm'd it already. 

[Exit Antonio. 

Enter Bosola. 
Bos, The duke your brother is ta'en up in a whirlwind ; 
Hath took horse, and 's rid post to Eome. 
Duch. So late I 

Bos, He told me, as he mounted into th' saddle, 
You were imdone. 

Duch, Indeed, I am very near it. 
Bos, What's the matter? 
y Duch, Antonio, the master of our household, 
/Hath dealt so falsely with me in's accounts: 
J My brother stood engag'd with me for money 
^ j Ta'en up of certain Neapolitan Jews, 
I And Antonio lets the bonds be forfeit. 
Bos, Strange ! — ^this is cunning ! 
Dvu^, And hereupon 
My brother's bills at Naples are protested 
Against. Call up our officers. 

Bos, I shall. \_Eant. 

Enter Antonio. 
Duch, The place that you must fly to, is Ancona: 
^' Hire a house there; I'll send after you 

My treasure, and my jewels. Our wieak safety 
Euns upon enginous^ wheels : short syllables, 
Must stand for periods. I must now accuse you 
' Depart. * Ingenious ; or, perhaps, complicated. 
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Of such a feigned crime, as Tasso calls 

Magnanima menzogna, a noble lie, 

'Cause it must shield our honours : — ^hark, they are coming ! 

Enter Bosola and Gentlemen, 

Ant, "Will your grace hear me ? 

IhAch, I have got well by you ; you have yielded me 
A million of loss : I am like to inherit 
The people's curses for your stewardship. 
You had the trick in audit-time to be sick, 
Till I had sign'd your Quietus ; and that cur'd you 
"Without help of a doctor. Gentlemen, 
I would have this man be an example to you all^ 
So shall you hold my favour ; I pray, let him ; 
For h'as done that, alas ! you would not think of, 
And, because I intend to be rid of him, 
I mean not to publish. Use your fortune elsewhere. 

Ant, I am strongly arm'd to brook my overthrow : 
As commonly men bear with a hard year, 
I will not blame the cause on't ; but do think 
The necessity of my malevolent star 
Procures this, not her humour. O, the inconstant 
And rotten ground of service ! you may see, 
'Tis even like him, that in a winter night, 
Takes a long slimiber o'er a dying fire, 
A-loath to part from't ; yet parts thence as cold, 
As when he first sat down. 
Ihuih, We do confiscate 
Towards the satisfying of your accounts. 
All that you have. 

Ant. I am all yours ; and 'tis very fit 



J 
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All mine should be so. 

Lu/t^. So, sir, you have your pass. 

Aid. You may see, gentlemen, what it is to senre 
A prince with body and soul. \EoBvt. 

Bos. Here's an example for extortion : what moisture 
Is drawn out of the sea, when foul weather comes 
Fours down, and runs into the sea again. 

Duch. I would know what are your opinions 
Of this Antonio. 

Second Off. He could not abide to see a pig's head 
gaping : I thought your grace would find him a Jew. 

Third Off. I would you had been his officer, for your 
own sake. 

Fourth Off, You would have had more money. 

First Off. He stopped his ears with black wool, and to 
those came to him for money, said he was thick of hearing. 

Second Off. Some said he was an hermaphrodite, for 
he could not abide a woman. 

Fourth Off. How scurry proud he would look, when the 
treasury was full I well, let him go. 

Mrst Off. Yes, and the chippings of the buttery fly 
after him, to scour his gold chain. 

Dtich, Leave us. ^Exeunt. 

What do you think of these? 

Bos. That these are rogues, that in 's prosperity. 
But to have waited on his fortune, could have wish'd 
His dirty stirrup rivetted through their noses ; 
And follow'd after 's mule, like a bear in a ring. 
Would have prostituted their daughters to his lust ; 
Made their finsft-bom intelligencers ;^ thought none happy 

' Informers. 
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But such as were bom under his blest planet. 
And wore bis livery: aad do these lice drop off now? 
Welly neyer look to have the like again : 
He haih left'a «»t' of flattering rogues behind him ; 
Their doom must Mow. Princes pay flatterers 
In their own mon^ : flatterers dissemble their vices, 
And they dissemble their lies ; that's justice. 
Alas, poor gentleman ! 

Dwih. Pocnr I he hath amply fiU'd his coffers. 

Bos. Sure he was too honest* Flutus, the god of riches, 
When he's sent by Jupiter to any man. 
He goes limping, to signify that wealth 
That comes on god's name, comes slowly ; but when he's 

sent 
On the devil's errand, he rides post and comes in by scuttles.^ 
Let me shew you, what a most unvalued jewel 
You have in a wanton humour thrown away, 
To bless the man shall And him. He was an excellent 
Courtier^- aud must li i itLful, a suldlei ' , Uiai tUoo ght it 
As beantly to know hio own vnliift tnn littlei \^^^' 

•fir^^ !>;» iAr4^i^ ^^A fn^i^^f^T^A a fftf hcttor l^ rtunc. 
His discourse rather delighted to judge itself, than shew 

itself: 
TSSja breast was flll'd with all perfection, 
And yet it seemed a private whispering^room, 
It made so little noise oft. 

Dwih, But he was basely descended. 

Bob, Will ynn make yourself a merceni^ jerald , 

Batih ar to exanune men's pedipees, than giju es ? 

*= — ^ 
* Company. • Scuttle, " to walk fisBt."— Halliwell. 
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You shall want him : 

For know'an honest statesman to a prince, 
^a likife a cedar pl anied by a spiing . -* 
The spring bathes the tree's root, the gratefnl tree 
Rewards it with his shadow — ^you have not done so. 
I would sooner swim to the Bermoothes^ on 
Two politicians' rotten bladders, tied 
Together with an intelligencer's heart-string, 
Than depend on so changeable a prince's favour. 
Fare thee well, Antonio ! since the malice of the world 
Would needs down with thee, it cannot be siud yet 
That any ill happened unto thee, considering thy fall 
Was accompanied with virtue. 

Duch, O, you render me excellent music ! 

Bos. Say you? 
^.^Duch, This good one that you speak o ^fLffly husb and. 

Bos. Do I not dream ? isag thia ambitioua age ^ 
Have so much goodness in't, as to prefer ^ 
A man merely for worth, wit ho ut these s hadows 
Of wealth and painted honou rs ? possible? 

Dmli. I have had three children by him. 

Bos. Fortunate lady ! 
For you have made your private nuptial bed 
The humble and fair seminary of peace. 
Ko question but maiiy an unbenefic'd scholar 
Shall pray for you for this deed, and rejoice 
prefer ment i n the world ( 
I fr om men^ The virgins of your land 
That have no dowries, shall hope your example 
Will raise them to rich husbands. Should you want 

■ The Bermudas. 
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Soldiers, 'twould make the very Turks and Moors 

Tom Christians, and serve you for this act. 

Last, the neglected poets of your time, 

In honour of this trophy of a man, 

Bais'd by that curious engine, your white hand. 

Shall thank you, in your grave, for't ; and make that 

More reverend than aD the cabinets 

Of living princes. For Antonio, 

His feme shall likewise flow fix>m many a pen, 

When heralds shall want coats to sell to men. 

Dwih. As I taste comfort in this friendly speech. 
So would I find concealment. 

Bos. O, the secret of my prince. 
Which I will wear on th' inside of my heart I 

Dock. You shall take charge of all my coin and jewels, i \ 
And follow him ; for he retires himself ' 

To Ancona. 

Bos. So. 

Duch. Whither, within few days, 
I mean to follow thee. 

Bos. Let me think : 
I would wish your grace to feign a pilgrimage ^ 
To our lady of Loretto, scarce seven leagues .^ 

From &ir Ancona ; so may you depart 
Your country with more honour, and your flight 
Will seem a princely progress, retaining 
Your usual train about you. 

Dmh. Sir, your direction 
Shall lead me by the hand. 

Cari. In my opinion, 
She were better progress to the baths at Lucca, 
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Or go yisit the Spa 

In Germany ; for, if yoa will believe me^ 
I do not like this jesting mth religion, 
This feigned pilgrimage^ 

2>ueA. Thou art a superstitious fool ! 
Prepare us instantly for our departure. 
Fast sorrows, let us moderately lament them. 
For those to come, seek wisely to prevent them. 

{ExewnJt DucheM cmd Cariola. 
Bos. A politician is the devil's quilted anvil ; 
He &shions all fdns on him, and the blows 
Are never heard : he may work in a lady's chamber, 
VvkAs here for proof. What rests but I reveal 
^K^ to my lord? O, this base quality 

"^f intelligencer ! why, every quality i'ih' world 
Prefers but gain or commendation. 
Kow, for thifl net T am mitflin to be rais'd . 
And men that paint weeds to the life, are prais'd. lExit. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Caiu>inai<, Yekdjnand, Mai«atbste, Fbscaba., 
Dblio, and Silvio. 

Card, Must we turn soldier then ? 
^ Mai, The emperor, 

Hearing your worth that way, ere you attain'd 
This reverend garment, joins you in commission 
With the right fortunate soldier, the Marquess of Fescara, 
And the fEunous Lannoy. 
"^ Card, He that had the honour 
Of taking the French king prisoner? 
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Mah The same. 
Here's a plot^ drawn for a new fortification 
At Naples, 

Ferd. This great Count Malateste^ I perceive^ 
Hath got employment?^ 

Ddio. No ^nplojmenty my lord ; 
A marginal note in the muster-book^ that he is 
A voluntary lord. 

Ferd. He's no soldier. 

Delio. He has worn gunpowder in's hollow tooth, for the 
tooth-ache. 

SU. He comes to the leaguer with a full intent 
To eat fresh beef and garlic, means to stay 
Till the scent be gone, and stridght return to court. 

Ddio. He hath read all the late service, 
As the City Chronicle relates it : 
And keeps two pewterers' going, only to express 
Batdes in model. 

8U. Then heTl fight by the book. 

Ddio. By the almanack, I think. 
To choose good days, and shun the critical ; 
That's his mistress' scarf. 

Sil. Yes, he protests 
He would do much for that taffata. 

Delio, I think he would run away fix>m a battle. 
To save it from takmg prisoner. 

> Flan. 

* The friendly comments upon Malateste which follow are, of 
course, spoken apart from their subject. 

' i. e. to make models in pewter of the events. Pewter, it may 
be observed, was formerlv considered costly fmmitare. The 
Northumberhind Household Book shows that pewter was hired 
by the year, even in noble fiEUDoilies. — Nasss. 
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SU. Hie is bombly afiiud 
Gimpowder will spoil die perfome oa't. 

Ddio. I saw a Dnifhrmin toeak his pate once 
For caDing bim poi-gim ; he made his head 
Hare a bore in't like a musket 

SU, I woold he had made a toocfahole to't. 
Hie is indeed a gnaided sampter-doth, 
Onlj for the remore of the court. 

Aler BosoLA. 

Peg, Boeola aRir'd ! what shoold be the business? 
Some fidling out amongst the cardinals. 
These fictions amongst great men, they are like 
Foxes, when their heads are divided, 
Thej cany fire in thdr tails, and all die country 
About them goes to wrack fixi^t. 

SU. What's that Bosola? 

Ddio. I knew him in Padua, — a fantastical scholar, 
like sodi, idw study how many knoCs was in 
Hercules' dnb, of what ookmr AchilW beard was. 
Or whether Hector were not trouUed 
With the tooth-adie. 

He hadi studied himself half blear-^red to know 
The true symmetry of Ccsar^s nose by a shoeing-hotn ; 

and this 
He did to gain the name of a specnlatiTe man« 

Pa. Mark prince Ferdinand : 
A Tcry salamander lives in's eye. 
To modL the eag» violence of fire. 

SU. That Cardinal hath made more bad faces widi his 
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oppression than ever Michael Angelo made good ones : he 
lifts up's nose, like a foul porpoise before a storm. 
Pes, The Lord Ferdinand laughs. 
Delio. lake a deadly cannon, 
That lightens ere it smokes. 

Pes. These are your true pangs of death, 
The pangs of life, that struggle with great statesmen. 
Delio, In such a deformed silence, witches whisper their 

charms. 
Card, Doth she make religion her ridinghood 
To keep her from the sun and tempest ? 

Ferd. That, that damns her. _ 

Methinks her fault and beauty. 
Blended together, shew like leprosy, ^ 

The whiter, the fouler. I make it a question 
Whether her beggarly brats were ever christen'd. 

Card, I wiU instantly solicit the «***^ ftf .A ficon a^ 
To have AenaJbai^shM. " ^ 

Ferd, You are for Loretto : 
I shall not be at your ceremony 5 fare you well. 
Write to the Dnkn of Malfij my young nophe w 
She hadJapJai-Q L first husband, a nd acquaint him 
"V^tVa aaot her^s ho nesty. 
Bos. I will. 
Ferd, Antonio! 
A slave that only jjo^lVd nf inh nnil ninintrn 
An d never in ^ nf^W)^'^ ^'k p a genflem an. 
"Rut in thg niTfliTwmngi Go, go presently, 
I>raw me out an hundred and fifty of our horse, 
And meet me at the fort-bridge. . [EopewrU, 
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SCENE IV. 

EnUfr Two Filgbimb to the Shrine ofcmrLadif of 

Itoretto. 
First Pit, I have not seen a goodlier shrme than this. 
Tot I have yisited many. 

Second PH. The cardinal of Airagon 
Is this day to resign his cardinal's hat : 
His sister duchess likewise is amT'd 
Topay her Yow of pilgrimage. I expect 
A noUe ceremony. 

First Pit, No question. They come* 

[Here the ceremony of the Cardinal a inetalmentf in 
the hahit of a eoldier, performed in delivering up 
hie cross, hat, roheSy and ring, at the shrine, and in- 
/ vesting^ him with sword, luJmet, shield, andspms: 
; ihe/n Antonio, the Duchess, and their chUdren, hav- 
ing presented ihemsdves at the thrine, are, hg a form 
of lamshmsnt tfi dfrnh-tguw eapremed towards 
them hg ihe Cardinal and the, state of Aneona, 
^ banished. During aU which ceremony, this ditty 
is sung, to very solemn music, by divers diurchmen, 
and then exeunt : 

Axma, and honours deck thy stoij/ 
To thy feme's eternal glory : 
Adverse fortune ever fly thee ; 
No disastrous fete come nigh thee. 

* The 4to. of 1623 has this marginal note : '< The author dis- 
elaims this ditty to be his." 
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I alone will smg thy praises. 

Whom to honour virtue raises ; 

And thy study, that divine is. 

Bent to martial discipline is. 

Lay aside all those rohes lie faj thee % 

Crown thy arts with anns, they^ heautify thee. 

O, w<Nrthy of worthiest name, adom'd in this manner. 

Lead bravely thy forces on, under war's warlike ban- 
ner! 

O, ma/st thou prove fortunate in all martial courses 1 

Guide thou still by 4akill in arts and forces : 
Victory attend thee nigh, whilst fame sbgs loud thy powers ; 
Triumphant conquest crown thy head, and blessings pour 
down showers 1 

First FU. Here's a strange torn of state I who would 
have thought 
So great a lady would have match'd herself 
Unto so mean a person ? yet the cardinal 
Bears him much too cruel. 

Second Fit. ^tij ^^ Katii^TiM. 

First FU. But I would ask what power hath this state 
Of Ancona, to determine of a free piince ? 

Second FU. They are a free state, sir, and her brother 
shew'd 
How that the Pope fore-hearing of her looseness. 
Hath seiz'd into the protection of the church 

Mrst HI. But by what justice? 
Second FU. Sure I thin£l5y none^ 
OnlxtoJ)ro&fiyja-i 
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First PU. What was it with such violence he took 
Off fix)m her finger? • 

Second Pil, 'Twas her wedding ring, 
jV'hioh h e vow'd shortl j he would sacrifice 
To hiirreY8ttg e< " ""■ " 

Firit Pil, Alas, Antonio ! 
If that a man he thrust into a well, 
No matter who sets hand to't, his own weight 
Will hiing him sooner to th' hottom. Come, let's hence, 
fortune makes this condusion general. 
All things do help th' unhappy man to fall. [^ExeunU 

SCENE V. 

Enter Duchess, Antonio, Childben, Cabiola, and 
Seevants. 

Luch, Banish'd Ancona I 

Ant, Yes, you see what power 
Lightens in great men's hreath. 

Dvich. Is all our train- 
Shrunk to this poor remainder? 

Ant, These poor men. 
Which have got Uttle in your service, vow 
To take your fortune : hut your wiser buntings,^ 
Now they are fledg'd, are gone. 

Dvxh, They have done wisely.. 
This puts me in mind of death : physicians thus, 
With their hands fiill of money, use to give o'er 
Their patients. 

» J9ttiietii^,— «woodlark.— Haixiwell. 
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Ant, Bight the &ahion of the world : 
From decayed fortunes every flatterer shrinks ; 
Men cease to hnild where the foundation sinks. 

Dwik. I had a very strange dream to night. 

Ant. Whatwas't? 

Dwih, Methought I wore my coronet of state, 
And on a sudden all the diamonds 
Were chang'd to pearls. 

Ant. My interpretation 
Is, youll weep shortly ; for to me the pearls 
Do signify your tears. 

Duch. The hirds that live iW field 
On the wild benefit of nature, live | 

Happier than we ; for they may choose thd ganates,r 
And carol their sw^^pleasures to tt^ spring. 

Enter Bosola with a letter. 

Bos. You are happily o'erta'en. 

Dvxh. From my brother? 

Bos. Yes, fix>m the Lord Ferdinand, your brother. 
All love and safety. 

Duch. Thou dost blanch mischief, 
Would'st make it white. See, see, like to calm weather j 
At sea before a tempest, false hearts speak fair 
To those they intend most mischief. 
Send Antonio to me; I want his h ead in a business. 

[Reads the letter. 
A p olitic e quivocation ! 

He doth not want youTcounsel, but your head ; 
That is, he cannot sleep till you be dead. 
And here^s another pitfall tllttt's strew^l o'er 

VOL. n. Q 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



226 THE DUCHE88 OP MALFI. [actih. 

Widiroaes; maik it, 'tis a cnmiiiig one ; 

/ gUmd atgaged for yamr kmabta^for attend ddfU ol 

NapU»: let wot thai troMe Turn; I iad roAtr hne Jum 

heart duMmluMmimey: 

Andlbdeve so too. 

Bo9. THiat do jOQ bdiere? 

Dmdu That lie so rnndli dislnisfB mj hmband's love. 
Hie winiijiio meus bdHere bis heart k with biiii, 
Uolil he see it : the derfl is not cimning cnoogfa 
To cueuiiiient u in tnHles- 

Boo, w yi jnn T s^ A that noM e and free leigiie 
C tf amity and kre ^ wliLpfi T |»niM^3^an-* 

SDidL Their leagoe is like that <^ some poGtie kings, 
Onlj to make themaehes of strength and power 
To he oar after-imn : tell them so. 

Boo. And what from jon? 

AnL Thns tell him ; I will not eome. 

Boo, And what of this? 

Ami. M J hrodiers have ^^ecs'd 
Blood-hoonds abroad ; which till I hear are mwrrlpd, 
Xo tmoey thoDgb batdi'd with ne'er sodi politic skill. 
Is safry that haDgs npcm oar enemies' wilL 

Boo. Tbbp^3amDsjoar breeding: 
Ererj small thing draws a base mind to fear. 
As the adamant draws iron. Fare too wdl, sir: 
Yoa shall shortiT hear from 's. [ExiL 

DmA. I suspect some amboslr: 
TherefcHe b j all my lore I do eonjnre jon 
To take joor eldest son, and flj towards Milan. 
Let ns not Tentnre all this poor remainder. 
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In one unlucky bottom. 

Ant, You counsel safely. 
Best of my life, farewell, since we must part : 
TToflYi'" ^«>*^ a hand in'ti but no otherwise, 
Than as some curious artist takes in sunder 
A clock, or watch, when it is out of frame. 
To bring't in better order. 

Duck, I know not which is best> 
To see you dead, or part with you. Farewell, boy : 
Thou art happy, ^t thou hast not understanding 
To know thy miseiy ; for all our wit 
And reading briogs us to a tru^ sense 
Of sorrow. lotheetemal chur^^sir, 
I jLo hope we ^hail not part th^Js T 

Ani. 0, be of comibrtl l^ 

And think not how unkindly we are usM : 
Man, like to cassia, is prov'd best, being bruis'd. 

Duch, Must I, like to a slave-born Bussian, 
Account it praise to suffer tyranny ? 
And yet, O heaven, thy heavy hand is in't I 
I have seen my little boy oft scourge his top. 
And compar'd myself to't : nought made me e'er go right 
'RmIi bsftTrn'e imnr^^ ntirlji 

Ant, Do not weep : 
Heaven fashioned us of nothing; andjE^-strive.. 
ToT)riiig ourselvesltQ^ nothmg . Farewell^ Umio 
Anf thy sweet armful. KI do never see thee more. 
Be a good mother to your little ones, 
And save them £rom the tiger : fare you well. 

Duch. Let me look upon you once more> for that speech 
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Came from a dying father: your kiss is colder 
Than that I have seen an holy anchorite 
Give to a dead man's skull. 

Ant My heart is tum'd to a heavy lump of lead, 
With which I sound my danger : fare you well, \_Exit. 

Duch, My laurel is all withered. 

Cari, Look, madam, what a troop of armed men 
Make toward us. 

Enter Bosola and Solbiebs, with vizards. 

Dwih, O, they are very welcome I 
When fortune's wheel is over-charg'd with princes. 
The wei^t makes it move swift : I would have m y ruin 
Frj3]irldaii> I am your adventure, am I not ? 
^ Bos, You are : you must see your husband no more. 

Duch, What devil art thou, that counterfeits heaven's 
thunder? 

Bos, Is that terrible ? I would have you teU me 
Whether is that note worse that frights the silly birds 
Out of the com, or that which doth allure them 
To the nets ? you have hearken'd to the last too much. 

Duch, O misery I like to a rusty o'er-charg'd cannon. 
Shall I ne'er fly in pieces ? Come, to what prison ? 

Bos, To none. 

Duch. Whither, then ? 

Bos. To your palace. 

Duch, I have heard that Charon's boat serves to convey 
All o'er the dismal lake, but brings none back again. 

Bos, Your brothers mean you safety and pity. 

Duch, Pity ! With such a pity* men preserve alive 
Pheasants and quails, when they are not fat enough 
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To be eaten. 

Bos. These are your children ? 

Btich. Yes. 

Bos, Can they prattle ? 

Buch. No: 
But I in tend^ sinc e they we rgjippn accurs'd, 
Cu rses sBall be their fir st language. 

Bos. Fie, madam; 
Forget this base, low fellow. 

Bu(^. Were I a man, 

"PA hnnt ihtxi nnnnf ArfA^. fg/»f> I'nf^ fVi j other. 

Bos. One of no birth. 

Biuih. Say that he was bom mean, 
Man is most happy when's own actions 
Be arguments and examples of his virtue. 

Bos. A h^^pn^ h^g^flrjy virtue. 

Duck. I prithee who is greatest ? can you tell ? 
Sad tales befit my woe : I'll tell you one. ^ 

A salmon, as she swam unto the sea, r<^ /C^JJ^^-y^A.--^ 
Met with a dog-fish, who encounters her 
With this rough language : Why art thou so bold 
To mix thyself with our high state of floods, 
Being no eminent courtier, but one 
That for the calmest, and fresh time o'th' year 
Dost live in shallow rivers, rankest thyself 
With silly smelts and shrimps ? and darest thou 
Pass by our dog-ship without reverence ? 
O, quoth the salmon, sister, be at peace : 
Thank Jupiter, we both have past the net ! 
Our value never can be truly known, 
Till in the fisher's basket we be shown : 
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I' th' market then my price may be the higher, 

Even when I am nearest to the cook and fire. 

So to great men the moral may he stretched ; 

Men oft are valu'd high, when th' are most wretched. 

But come, whither you please. I am arm'd 'gainst mis^] y 

Bent to all sways of the oppressor's will : X 

There's no deep valley but near some great hiU. [ExefwiniX^ 



ACT IV.— Scene I. 

Enter Febdinand anc^ Bosola. 

PerdinaThd, 
\ W doth our sister duchess bear herself 
In her imprisonment ? 

Bos, Nobly : 111 describe her. 
She's sad, as one long us'd to't, and she seems 
Bather to welcome the end of misery, 
Than shun it ; a behayiour so noble, . 

As gives ^a majesty to adversity; ^ A i 4 1 

You may discern the shape of loveliness '^ M..>X— -^ 

^^ More perfect in her tears than in her smiles : 
She will muse for hours together ; and her silence, 
Methinks, expresseth more than if she spake. 
Ferd, Her melancholy seems to be fortified 
With a strange disdain. 

Bos, 'Tis so ; and this restraint. 
Like English mastiffs that grow fierce with tying, 
' Makes her too passionately apprehend 
Those pleasures she's kept from. 
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Ferd, Curse upon her I 
I will no longer study in the book 
Of another's heart. Inform her what I told you. [Exit. 

Enter Duchess. 

Bos. All comfort to your grace. 

DiecA. I will haye none. 
Fray thee, why dost thou wrap thy poison'd pilb 
In gold and sugar ? 

Bos, Your elder brother, the Lord Ferdinand, 
Is come to visit you, and sends you word, 
'Cause once he rashly made a solemn vow 
Never to see you more, he comes i'th' night ; 
And prays you gently neither torch nor taper i- 
Shine in your chamber : he will kiss your hand, j *"* 
And reconcile himself; but, for his vow, 
He dares not see you. 

Dvuih. At his pleasure. 
Take hence the lights ; he's come. 

Enter Eebdinand. 

Ferd. Where are you ? 

Duch. Here, sir. 

Ferd. This darkness suits you well. 

Duck. I would ask you pardon. 

Ferd, You have it; 
For I account it the honorabl'st revenge, 
"Where I may kill, to pardon. Where are your cubs ? 

Dwih, Whom? 

Ferd. Call them your children. 
For though our national law distinguish bastards 
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From trae legitimate iBsue, compassionate nature 
Makes them all equal. 

Dvich. Do you visit me for this ? 
You violate a sacrament o'th' church 
Shall make jou howl in hell for't. 

Ferd, It had been well, 
Could you have liVd thus always ; for indeed. 
You were too much i'th' light — ^but no more ; 
I come to seal my peace with you. Here's a hand, 

[Gives her a dead mavUs hand. 
To which you have vow'd much love ; the ring upon't 
You gave. 

Duch. I affectionately kiss it. 

Ferd. Pray do, and bury the print of it in your heart. 
I will leave this ring with you, for a love-token ; 
And the hand, as sure as the ring ; and do not doubt 
But you shall have the heart too : when you need a friend. 
Send it to him that ow'd^ it ; you shall see 
Whether he can aid you. 

Duch. You are very cold : 
I fear you are not well after your travel. 
Ha! lights! O, horrible! 

Ferd. Let her have lights enough. [Exit. 

Duch. What witchcraft doth he practise, that he hath left 
A dead man's hand here ? 

[Here is discovered, behind a traverse, the artificial 
figures of Antonio and his children, ajopear- 
ing as if they wfire dead. 

Bos. Look you, here's the piece, from which 'twas ta'en. 
He doth present you this sad spectacle, 

* O^ed, possessed. 
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That, now you know direct! j they are dead, 
Hea^after you may wisely cease to grieye 
For that which cannot he recoyered. 

Dudi, There is not hetween heaven and earth one wish 
I stay for after this : it wastes me more 
Than were't my picture, fashion'd out of wax. 
Stuck with a magical needle, and then huried 
In some foul dunghill ;^ and yond's an excellent property 
For a tyrant, which I would account mercy. 

Bos. What's that? 

Dueh. If they would hind me to that lifeless trunk, 
And let me freeze to death. 

Bos. Come, you must liye. 

Dwih. That's the greatest torture souls feel in hell. 
In hell that they mus t live, and caa mot die. 
Portia, I'll new kindle thy coals again. 
And revive the rare and almost dead example 
Of a loving wife. 

Bos. Ofie! despair? rememher 
You a re a Ch ristian. 

Ihich. The ^uiull Wrtoins festi ng : 
I'll starve myself to death. 

Bos, Leave this vain sorrow. 
Things heing at the worst, hegin to mend : the hee 
When he hath shot his sting into your hand, 
May then play with your eyelid. 

Dvu^. Good comfortable fellow ! 
Persuade a wretch that's broke upon the wheel 
To have all his bones new set ; entreat him live 

> In allusion to the mode by which witches were snppofied gra- 
dually to destroy Uiose whom they were incited to kill. 
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To be executed again. Who must dispatch jjj^e? 
I acco unt this world a ^Hiftnff *^''«^'>, 
for I do plav a part in^t 'y jinaf my ii 

1^. ComeTbe of comfort ; I will i 

Buck. Indeed I have not leisure to tend so small a busi- 
ness. 

Bos. Nq y . by my life, I j ity you. 

Duck. Thou art a fool then, 
To waste thy pity on a thing so wretched 
£a cannot pity itseli. l am tuu of daggers, 
f uff, let me blow these vipers from me. 

Enter Sebyant. 

What are you? 

Serv, One that wishes you long life. 

Duck. I would thou wert hang'd for the horrible curse 
Thou hast given me : I shall shortly grow one 
Of the miracles of pity, I'll go pray ; no, 
I'll go curse. 

Bos, O, fiel 

Duck, I could curse the stars. 

Bos, O, fearful I 

DtJLch, 'And those three smiling seasons of the year 
Into a Russian winter : nay, the world 
To its first chaos. \A 

J^o^^eJ^ook you, the stars shine still^Sv 

Duch, oToui you must remember, ' 
My curse hath a great way to go : — 
Plagues, that make lanes through largest families, 
Consume them ! 

Bos. Fie, lady. 
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Duch. Let them like tyrants 
Never be remember'd, but for the ill they hare done ; 
liet all the zealous prayers of mortified 
Churchmen forget them I 

Bos. Oy uncharitable ! 

Duch, Let heayen^ a little while, cease crowning martyrs. 
To punish them ! Go, howl them this, and say, I long to 

bleed: 
It ^flome mercy when men kill j tfth speed. [Exit, 

Enter Febdinaio). 

Ferd, Excellent, as I would wish ; she's plagu'd in art : 
These presentations are but fram'd in wax, ^ 
By the curious master in that quality, 
Yincentio Lauriola, and she takes them 
For true substantial bodies. 

Bos. Why do you do this? 

Ferd. To bring her to despair. 

Bos. 'Faith, end here, c7^ 

And go no forther in your cruelty ; ^'^ 

Send her a penitential garment to put on 
Next to her delicate skin, and furnish her 
"With beads, and prayer-books, 

ferd. Damn her I that body of hers, 
"While that my blood ran pure in't, was more worth 
Than that which thou wouldst comfort, called a soul. 
I will send her masks of common courtesans, 
Haye her meat sery'd up by bawds and ruffians. 
And, 'cause shell needs be mad, I am resolVd 
To remoye forth the common hospital 
AU the mad-folk, and place them near her lodging ; 
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There let them practise together, sing and dance. 
And act their gamhols to the full o'th' moon: 
If she can sleep the hetter for it, let her. 
Your work is almost ended. 

Bos. Must I see her again ? 

Ferd. Yes. 

Bos. Never. 

Ferd. You must. 

Bos. Never in mine own shape ; 
That's forfeited hy my intelligence,^ 
And this last cruel lie : when you send me next, 
The husiness shall be comfort. 

Ferd. Very likely; 
Thy pity is nothing of kin to thee. Antonio 
/Lurks about Milan : thou shalt shortly thither, 
-A To feed a fire as great as my revenge, 
i Which never will slack till it have spent his fuel : 
Intemperate agues make physicians cruel. [Exeunt^ 



SCENE II. 
Eater Duchess and Cabiola. 

Duch, What hideous noise was that ? 

Cari. 'Tis the wild consort^ 
Of madmen, lady, which your tyrant brother 
Hath plac'd about your lodging : this tyranny, 
I think, was never practis'd till this hour. 

Ihich. Indeed, I thank him : nothing but noise and foUy 

* My having tamed informer. 
3 An old form of concert. 
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Can keep me in my right wits ; whereas reason 
And silence make me stark mad. Sit down ; 
Discourse to me some dismal tragedy. 

Cari. O, 'twill increase your melancholy. 

Duck. Thou art deceived : 
To hear of greater grief would lessen mine. 
This is a prison. 

Cari, Yes, but you shall live 
To shake this durance off. 

Duch, Thou art a fool : 
The robin-red-breast and the nightingale 
Never live long in cages. 

Cari, Pray, dry your eyes : 
What think you of, madam? 

Duch, Of nothing; 
When I muse thus, I sleep. 

Cari. Like a madman, with your eyes open ? 

Duch, Dost thou think we shall know one another 
In th' other world ? 

Cari. Yes, out of question. 

Duch. O, that it were possible we might 
But hold some two days' conference with the dead ! 
From them I should learn somewhat, I am sure, 
I never shall know here. I'll tell thee a miracle ; 
I am hot mad yet, to my cause of sorrow : 
Th' heaven o'er my head seems made of molten brass. 
The earth of flaming sulphur, yet I am not mad* 
I am acquainted with sad misery. 
As the tann'd galley-slave is with his oar ; 
Necessity makes me suffer constantly. 
And custom makes it easy. Whom do I look like now ? 
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Cart. Like to your picture in the gaUeiy, 
A deal of life in show, but none in practioe ; 
Or rather like some reverend monument 
Whose ruins are even pitied. 

Ihich» Very proper; 
And fortune seems only to have her eyesight. 
To behold my tragedy. How now I 
What noise is that? 

Enter Sebvant. 

Serv. I am come to tell you, 
Your brother hath intended you some sport. 
A great physician, when the pope was sick 
Of a deep melancholy, presented him 
With several sorts of madmen, which wild object 
Being fiill of change and sport, forc'd him to laugh. 
And so th' imposthume broke : the selfsame cure 
The duke intends on you. 

Duck, Let them come in. 

Eater Madmen. 

Serv, There's a mad lawyer ; and a secular priest ; 
A doctor, that hath forfeited his wits 
!By jealousy ; an astrologian 
That in his works said, such a day o'th' month 
Should be the day of doom, and failing oft, 
Ran mad ; an English tailor, craz'd i'th' brain 
With the study of new fashions ; a gentleman usher, 
Quite beside himself with care to keep in mind 
The number of his lady's salutations. 
Or " how do you," she employ 'd him in each morning ; 
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A farmer too^ an excellent knave in grain, 
Mad 'cause be was hinder'd transportation ;^ 
And let one broker tbat's mad loose to tbese. 
You'd think tbe devil were among tbem. 

Dwih, Sit, Cariola. Let them loose when you please, 
For I am ehain'd to endure all your tyranny. 

Here hy a madman this Song is sung, to a dismal Tcind of 
music. 

O, let us bowl some heavy note. 

Some deadly dogged howl, 
Sounding, as from the threatening throat 

Of beasts and fatal fowl ! 
As ravens, screech-owls, bulls, and bears. 

We'll bell, and bawl our parts. 
Till irksome noise have do/d your ears. 

And corrasiv'd* your hearts. 
At last, whenas our quire wants breath. 

Our bodies being blest. 
We'll sing, like swans, to welcome death. 

And die in love and rest. 

Mrst Madman. Doom's-day not come yet I I'll draw it 
nearer by a perspective, or make a glass that shall set all 
the world on fire upon an instant. I cannot sleep; my 
pillow is stuffed with a litter of porcupines. 

Second Madman, Hell is a mere glass-house, where the 
devils are continually blowing up women's souls on hollow 
irons, and the fire never goes out. 

' Prohibited firom exporting his com. 
* Cinrariv*dy i. e. corrosiv'd, corroded. 
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Third Madman, I wiD lie with every woman in my 
parish the tenth night ; I will tythe them over like hay- 
cocks. 

Iburffi Madman, Shall my 'pothecary outgo me, be- 
cause I am a cuckold ? I have found out his roguery ;' he 
makes alum of his wife's urine, and seUs it to Puritans 
that have sore throats with overstraining. 

Mrst Madman, I have skill in herald 

Second Madman, Hast? 

First Madman, You do give for your crest a woodcock's 
head, with the brains picked out on't ; you are a very an- 
cient gentleman. 

Third Madman, Greek is turned Turk : we are only to 
be saved by the Helvetian translation.^ 

First Madman, Come on, sir, I will lay the law to you. 

Second Madman, O, rather lay a corrasive; the law 
will eat to the bone. 

Third Madman, He that drinks but to satisfy nature, 
is damned. 

Fcmrth Madman, If I had my glass here, I would shew 
a sight should make all the women here call me mad doctor. 

First Madman, What's he, a rope-maker? 

Second Madman, No, no, no, a snuffling knave, that 
while he shews the tombs, will have his hand in a wench's 
placket.^ 

Third Madman, Woe to the caroch,' that brought home 
my wife from the mask at three a'clock in the morning ! 
it had a large featherbed in it. 

1 i. e. presumably, the translation of the New Testament into 
English, at Geneva, in 1557. 
* Under-petticoat. • Great coach. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



8c. n.] THE DUCHESS OF MALFL 241 

Fourth Madman, I have pared the devil's nails forty 
times, roasted them in ravens' eggs, and cured agues with 
them. 

Third Madman. Qet me three hundred milch hats, to 
make possets to procure sleep. 

Fourth Madman. All the college may throw their caps 
at me ; I have made a soapboiler costive : it was my mas- 
terpiece. 

\_Here the dance, consisting of eight madmen, with 
music answerable thereunto; after which, 
Bosola, like an old man, enters, 

Duch. Is he mad too ? 

Serv. Pray question him. I'll leave you. 

\_Exeunt all but the Duchess and Bosola. 

Bos. I am come to make thy tomb. 

Duch. Ha ! my tomb I 
Thou speak'st, as if I lay upon my death-bed. 
Gasping for breath : dost thou perceive me sick ? 

Bos. Yes, and the more dangerously, since thy sickness 
Is insensible. 

Duch. Thou art not mad sure : dost know me ? 

Bos. Yes. 

Duch. Who am I? 

Bos. Thou art a box of worm-seed, at best but a salvatory^ 
Of green mummy,* What's this flesh ? a little cruded milk 
Fantastical puff-paste. Our bodies are weaker than those 
Paper-prisons boys use to keep flies in; more contemptible. 
Since ours is to preserve earth-worms. Didst thou ever see 
A lark i5t.§JCage ?__8U9^ i^Jhe aoul in the body : this world 

* French, talvatoire : a place where anything is preserved. 
' See note, ante, page 12. 

VOL. n. B 
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Is like her little turf of grass^ and the heaven o'er our 

heads^ 
Like her looking-glass, only gives us a miserable knowledge 
Of the small compass of our prison. 

Buck, Am not I thy duchess? 

Bob. Thou art some great woman sure, for riot 
Begins to sit on th j forehead (clad in gray hairs) 
Twenty years sooner 
Than on a merry milkmaid's. 
Thou sleepest worse than if a mouse 
Should be forced to take up her lodging in a cat's ear : 
A little infant that breeds its teeth^ should it lie with thee, 
Would cry out, as if thou wert 
The more unquiet bedfellow. 

Duch. I am Duchess of Malfi still. 

Bos. That makes thy sleep so broken : 
Glories, like glowworms, afar off shine bright, 
Eut look'd to near, have neither heat nor Hght. 

Ihuih. Thou art very plain. 

Bos, My trade is to flatter the dead, not the living ; 
I am a tomb-maker. 

Dueh, And thou com'st to make my tomb? 

Bos. Yes. 

Duch. Let me be a little merry : 
Of what stuff wilt thou make it ? 

Bos. Nay, resolve me first, of what fashion ? 

Duch. Why, do we grow fantastical in our death-bed ? 
Do we affect &shion in the grave ? 

Bos. Most ambitiously. Princes' images on iheir tontb 
Do not lie, as they were wont, seeming to pray 
Up to heaven ; but with their hands under their cheeks. 
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As if they died of the tooth-ache : they are not carved 
With their eyes fixt upon the stars ; hut 
Afl their minds were wholly bent upon the world. 
The sel&ame way they seem to turn their faces. 

Duck, Let me know fully^ therefinre, the effect 
Of this thy dismal preparation. 
This talk, fit for a chamel. 

Bos. Now I shall: 

[A coffiny cords, and a heU brought in. 
Here is a present from your princely brothers, 
And may it arrive welcome, for it brings 
Last benefit, last sorrow. 

Duck. Let me see it : 
I have_sojaudb^edience in my bloody 
I wish it in their veins to do them good. 

Bos. This is your last presence-chamber. 

Cari. O, my sweet lady ! 

Diich. Peace ; it aflWghts not me. 

Bos, I am the common bellman, 
That usually is sent to condemn'd persons 
The night before they suffer. 

Ihich. Even now thou said'st 
Thou wast a tomb-maker. 

Bos. 'Twas to bring you 
By degrees to mortification. Listen : [dirge. 

Hark, now everything is still. 

The screech-owl, and the whistler shrill. 

Call upon our dame aloud. 

And bid her quickly don her shroud ! 

Much you had of land and rent ; 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



244 THE DUCHESS OF MALFI. [act iv. 

Your length in clay's now competent : 

A long war disturb'd your mind ; 

Here your perfect peace is sign'd. 

Of what is't foob make such vain keeping? 

Sin their conception, their birth weeping ; 

Their life a general mist of error. 

Their death a hideous storm of terror. 

Strew your hair with powders sweet, 

Don clean linen, bathe your feet, 

And (the foul fiend more to check) 

A crucifix let bless your neck : 

'Tib now full tide 'tween night and day ; 

End your groan, and come away. 

Can, Hence, villains, tyrants, murderers ! alas ! 
What will you do with my lady? — Call for help. 

Ihtch. To whom, to our next neighbours? they are 
mad-folks. 

Bos, Eemove that noise. 

Ihieh. Farewell, Oariola. 
In my last will, I have not much to give : 
A many hungry guests have fed upon me ; 
Thine will be a poor reversion. 

Cari, I will die with her. 

Duch, I pray thee, look thou giv'st my little boy 
Some syrup for his cold, and let the girl 
Say her prayers ere she sleep. — Now what you please : 

ICariola is forced out. 
What death? 

Bos, Strangling ; here are your executioners. 

Duch, I forgive them : 
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The apoplexy, catarrh, or cough o'th' longs. 
Would do as much as they do. 

Bos, Doth not death fright you ? 

Duch. Who would he afraid on't, 
Knowing to meet such excellent company 
In th' other world ? 

Bos. Yet, meihinks. 
The manner of your death should much afflict you ; 
This cord shoidd terrify you. 

Duch, Not a whit : 
What would it pleasure me to have my throat cut 
With diamonds ? or to he smothered 
With cassia? or to he shot to death with pearls ? 
I know death hath ten thousand several doors 
For men to take their exits ; and 'tis found 
They go on such strange geometrical hinges. 
You may open them both ways : any way, for heaven sake, 
So I were out of your whispering. Tell my brothers, 
That I perceive death, now I am well awake, 
Best gift is they can give, or I can take. 
I would fain put off my last woman's fault, 
I'd not be tedious to you. 

Exeeut. We are ready. 

Duck, Dispose my breath how please you, but my body 
Bestow upon my women, wiU you ? 

Exeeut, Yes. 

Duch, Pull, and pull strongly, for your able strength, 
Must pull down heaven upon me : 
Yet stay, heaven-gates are not so highly arch'd 
As princes' palaces ; they that enter there. 
Must go upon their knees. Come, violent death. 
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Serve for mandragora, to make me sleep ; 
Go, tell my brothers, when I am laid out. 
They then may feed in quiet. [They strangle her} 

Bos. Where's the waiting-woman ? 
Fetch her: some other strangle th e children. ' ."A ' 

Enter Caeiola. 

Look you, there sleeps your mistress. 

Cari. O, you are damn'd 
Perpetually for this I My turn is next ; 
Is't not so order'd ? 

Bos. Yes, and I am glad 
You are so well prepar'd for't. 

Cari. You are deceiv'd, sir, 
I am not prepared for't ; I will not die : 
I will first come to my answer, and know 

* '* AU the several parts of the dreadful apparatus with which 
the duchess's death is ushered in are not more remote from the 
conceptions of ordinary vengeance than the Strang character of 
suffering which they seem to bring upon their victim is beyond 
the imagination of ordinary poets. As they are not like inflic- 
tions ofthia Kfcy so her language seems not of thU world. She has 
lived among horrors till she is become * native and endowed unto 
that element.' She speaks the dialect of despair : her toneue has 
a smatch of Tartarus and the souls in bale. What are ' Xuke's 
iron crown,' the brazen bull of Ferillus, Procrustes' bed, to the 
waxen images which counterfeit death, to the wild masque of 
madmen, the tomb-maker, the bellman, the living person's dirge, 
the mortification by degrees! To move a horror skilfiilly, to 
touch a soul to the quick, to lay upon fSear as much as it can bear, 
to wean and weary a Ufe till it is ready to drop, and then step in 
with mortal instruments to take its last forfeit; this only a 
Webster can do. Writers of an inferior genius may * upon 
horror's head horrors accumulate,' but they cannot do this. They 
mistake quantity for quality, they ' temfy babes with painted 
devils,' but they know not how a soul is capable of beine moved 5 
their terrors want dignity, their affrightments are wiuiout de- 
corum."— C Lamb. Spec. ofEng. Dram. PotU. 
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How I have offended. 

Bos, Come, dispatch her. 
You kept her counsel, now jou shall keep ours. 

Gari, I will not die, I must not ; I am contracted 
To a young gentleman. 

ExemU Here's your wedding-ring, 

Cari. Let me hut speak with the duke ; I'll discover 
Treason to his person. 

Boa, Delays : — ^throttle her. 

ExecuU She hites and scratches. 

Gari, If you kill me now, 
I am damned ; I have not heen at confession 
This two years, / 

Bos. Whenfi 

Gari. I am quick with child. 

Bos, Why then. 
Your credit's sav'd. — ^Bear her into the next room ; 
Let this* lie still. 

Enter Febdixand. 

Ferd. Is she dead? 

Bos, She is what 
You'd have her. But here hegin your pity : 

[Shews the children strangled, 
Alas ! how have these offended? 

F&rd. The death 
Of joung wolves, is never to he pitied. — 

BosT"^^ your eye here. 

Ferd, Constantly. 

^ When,^B.n exclamation of impatience addressed to the exe- 
cutioners. 

* i. e. the duchess' body. 
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Bos, Do you not weep ? 
Other sins only speak ; murder shrieks out : 
The element of water moistens the earth. 
But hlood flies upwards and hedews the heavens. 

Ferd. Cover her face; mine eyes dazzle : she die d ^jt» j |P / j[*^ 

Bo8, t think not so ; her infelicity 
Seem'd to have years too many. 

Ferd. She and I were twins ; 
And should I die this instant, I had liv'd 
Her time to a minute. 

Bos, It seems she was horn first : 
You have hloodily approved the ancient truth, 
That kindred commonly do worse agree 
Than remote strangers. 

Ferd. Let me see her face again. 
Why didst not thou pity her? what an excellent 
Honest man might'st thou have heen 
If thou hadst home her to some sanctuary ; 
Or, hold in a good cause, oppos'd thyself. 
With thy advanced sword ahove thy head. 
Between her innocence and my revenge. 
I had thee, when I was distracted of my wits. 
Go kill my dearest friend, and thou hast done't. 
For let me hut examine well the cause : 
What was the meanness of her match to me? 
Only I must confess I had a hope, 
Had she continu'd widow, to have gain'd 
An infinite mass of treasure hy her death ; 
And that was the main cause, her marriage. 
That drew a stream of gall quite through my heart. 
For thee, as we ohserve in tragedies 
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That a good actor many times is cursM 
For playing a villain's part, I hate thee for't, 
And for mj sake say thou hast done much ill, well. 

Boa. Let me quicken your memory, for I perceive 
You are falling into ingratitude ; I challenge 
The reward due to my service. 

Ferd. I'll tell thee ^"^ " 

What I'll give thee. 

Bos. Do. 

Ferd. I'll give thee a pardon 
For this murder. 

Bos. Ha! 

Ferd. Yes, and 'tis 
The largest bounty I can study to do thee. 
By what authority didst thou execute 
This bloody sentence ? 

Bos. By yours. 

Ferd. Mine ! was I her judge? 
Did any ceremonial form of law. 
Doom her to not being ? did a complete jury 
Deliver her conviction up i'th' court ? 
Where shalt thou find this judgment register'd, 
Unless in hell ? See, like a bloody fool, 
Th' hast forfeited thy life, and thou shalt .die for't. 

Bos. The office of justice is perverted quite. 
When one thief hangs another. Who shall dare 
To reveal this? 

Ferd. O, I'll tell thee ; 
The wolf ^all find her grave, and scrape it up, 
Not to devour the corpse, but to discover 
The horrid murder. 
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Bos, You, not I» shaQ quake for't. 

Ferd, Leave me. 

Bos. I will first receive mj pension. 

Ferd, You are a villain. 

Bos. When your ingratitude 
Is judge, I am so. 

Ferd. O horror, 
That not the fear of him, which hinds the devils. 
Can prescribe man obedience I 
Never look upon me more. 

Bos. Why, fere thee well : 
Your brother and yourself are worthy men : 
You have a pair of hearts are hollow graves, 
Eotten, and rotting others ; and your vengeance, 
Like two chain'd bullets, still goes arm in arm. 
You may be brothers ; for treason, like the plague, 
Doth take much in a blood. I stand like one 
That long hath ta'en a sweet and golden dream : 
I am angry with myself, now that I wake. 

Ferd. Get thee into some unknown part o'th' world. 
That I may never see thee. 

Bos. Let me know 
Wherefore I should be thus neglected ? Sir, 
I serv'd your tyranny, and rather strove. 
To satisfy yourself, than all the world : 
And though I loath'd the evil, yet I lov'd 
You that did counsel it ; and rather sought 
To appear a true servant, than an honest man. 
Ferd. I'll go hunt the badger by owl-light : 
'Tis a deed of darkness. [Exit, 

Bos. He's much distracted. Off, my painted honour 1 
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While with yain hopes our fsunilties we tire^ 

We seem to sweat in ice and freeze in fire* 

What would I do, were this to do again ? 

I w ould not c hange mj pe ace jof conscience. 

Fo r all th e wealth of Europe . She stirs ; here's life :-^ 

Betom, fake sonl, from darkness, and lead mine 

Oat of this sensible hell : — she's warm, she breathes : — 

Upon thy pale lips I will melt mj heart, "^ 

To store them wilh fresh colour. — Who's there ! r* 

Some cordial drink ! Alas ! I dare not call : • .^ . 

So pity would destroy pity. Her eye opes. 

And heaven in it seems to ope, that late was shut, . " 

To take me up to mercy. 

Dmh. Antonio! 

Bos. Yes, madam, he is living ; 
The dead bodies you saw, were but feign'd statues ; 
He's reconcO'd to your brothers ; the Pope hath wrought 
The atonement. 

Duck. Mercy ! [She dies. 

Bos. O, she's gone again ! there the cords of liife broke. 
O, sacred innocence, that sweetly sleeps 
On turtles' feathers, whilst a guilty conscience ^ -* 
Is a blacE^gister, wherein is writ 
All our good deeds and bad, a perspective 
That shews us hell ! That we cannot be suffer'd 
To do good when we have a mind to it ! 
This is manly sorrow ; 
These tears, I am very certain, never grew 
In my mother's milk : my estate is sunk 
Below the degree of fear : i^^^bj^^ 
These penitent fountains, while she was living ? 
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Oy they were frozen up ! Here is a sight 

As direful to my soul, as is the sword 

Unto a wretch hath slain his father. Come, 

I'll hear thee hence, 

And execute thy last will ; that's deliver 

Thy hody to the reverend dispose 

Of some good women : that, the cruel tyrant 

Shall not deny me. Then I'll post to Milan, 

Where somewhat I will speedily enact 

Worth my dejection. [Exit, 



ACT v.— Scene I. 

Enter AifroNio and Delio. 

Antonio, 
'HAT think you of my hope of reconcilement 
To the Arragonian brethren ? 
Delio. I misdoubt it ; 
For though they have sent their letters of safe conduct 
For your repair to Milan, they appear 
But nets to entrap you. The Marquis of Pescara, 
Under whom you hold certain land in cheat,^ 
Much 'gainst his noble nature hath been mov'd 
To seize those lands, and some of his dependents 
\4re at this instant making it their suit 
To be invested in your revenues. 
I cannot think they mean well to your life. 
That do deprive you of your means of life, 

> i. e. m escheat. 
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Your living. 

Ant. You are still an heretic 
To any safety I can shape myself. 

Delio, Here comes the marquis : I wiU make myself 
Petitioner for some part of your land. 
To know whither it is flying. 

Ant, I pray do. 

Enter Fbscaba. 

Delio. Sir, I have a suit to you. 

Fes. Tome? 

Delio. An easy one : 
There is the citadel of St. Bennet, 
With some demesnes, of late in the possession 
Of Antonio Bologna, — ^please you bestow them on me. 

Fes. You are my friend ; but this is such a suit, 
Nor fit for me to give, nor you to take, 

Delio. No, sir? 

Fes. I will give you ample reason for't. 
Soon in private : here's the cardinal's mistress. 

Enter Julia. 

Jidia. My lord, I am grown your poor petitioner. 
And should be an ill beggar, had I not 
A great man's letter here, the cardinal's. 
To court you in my favour. 

Fes. He entreats for you 
The citadel of St. Bennet, that belong' d 
To tiie banish'd Bologna. 

Julia. Yes. 

Fes, I could not have thought of a Mend I could rather 
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Pleasure with it : 'tis jours. 

Julia, Sir, I thank you ; 
And he shall know how doubly I am engag'd 
Both in your gift, and speediness of giving, 
Which makes your grant the greater. [^ExU, 

Ant, How they fortify 
Themselves with my ruin ! 

Ddio, Sir, I am 
Little bound to you. 

Pes. Why? 

Ddio, Because you denied this suit to me, and gave't 
To such a creature. 

P«e«. Do you know what it was ? 
It was Antonio's land ; not forfeited 
By course of law, but ravish'd from his throat 
By the cardinal's entreaty : it were not fit 
I should bestow so main a piece of wrong 
Upon my friend ; 'tis a gratification 
Only due to a strumpet, for it is injustice. 
Shall I sprinkle the pure blood of innocents 
To make those followers I call my friends 
Look ruddier upon me ? I am glad 
This land, ta'en fr^m the owner by sudi wrong, 
Eetums again unto so foul an use. 
As salary for his lust. Learn, good Delio, 
To ask noble things of me, and you shall find 
I'll be a noble giver. 

Delio. You instruct me well. 

Ant. Why, here's a man now, would fright impudence 
From sauciest beggars. 

Pes. Prince Ferdinand's come to Milan, 
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Sick, as they give out, of an apoplexy ; 

But some say, 'tis a frenzy : I am going 

To visit him. {Esdt. 

Ant. 'Tis a nohle old fellow. 

Delio. What course do you mean to take, Antonio? 

Ant. This night I mean to venture all my fortune, 
Which is no more than a poor lingering life. 
To the cardinal's worst of malice: I have got 
Private access to his diamher ; and intend , \ 

To visit him al)out the mid of nighty ^ ^ 

As once his hrother did our nohle duchess. 
It may be that the sudden apprehension 
Of danger, for I'll go in mine own shape, 
When he shall see it fraight* with love and duty. 
May draw the poison out of him, and work 
A friendly reconcilement : if it fail. 
Yet it shall rid me of this infamous calling ; 
For better fall once, than be ever falling. 

Delio, I'll second you in all danger, and, howe'er f 
My life keeps rank with yours. 

Ant. You are still my loVd and best friend. [Exmnt. 

SCENE n. 
Enter Pbscaba and Doctob. 
Pes. Now, doctor, may I visit your patient ? 
Doc. If 't please your lordship : but he's instantly 
To take the air here in the gallery 
By my direction. 

^ Fraught. * In whatever manner. 
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Pes. Fray thee, what's his disease ? 

Dae. A yerj pestilent disease, my lord. 
They call lycanthropia. 

Pes. What's that? 
I need a dictionary to't? 

Doe. m tell you. 
In those that are possess'd with't there o'eiflows 
Such melancholy humour, they imagine 
Themselyes to he transformed inj^o. wdseaj 
Steal forth to church-yards in the dead of night, 
And dig dead hodies up : as two nights since 
One met the duke 'hout midnight in a lane 
Behind St. Mark's Church, with the leg of a man 
Upon his shoulder, and he howl'd fearfully ; 
Said he was a wolf, only the difference 
Was, a wolTs skin was hairy on the outside. 
His on the inside ; hade them take their swords, 
Eip up his flesh, and try : straight, I was sent for. 
And having minister'd unto him, found his grace 
Very well recover'd. 

Pes. I am glad on't. 

Doe. Yet not without some fear 
Of a relapse. If he grow to his fit again, 
I'll go a nearer way to work with him 
Than ever Paracelsus dream'd of ; if 
They'll give me leave, I'll huffet his madness out of him. 
Stand aside ; he comes. 

Enter FfiBDiNAin), Malatbste, Cabdinal, 
and BosoLA. 
Ferd. Leave me. 
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Med. "Why doth your lordship love this solitariness? 

Ferd, Eagles commonly fly alone : they are crows, 
Daws, and starlings that flock together. Look, 
What's that follows me ? x 

Med, Nothing, my lord, 

Ferd. Yes. 

Mai. 'Tis your shadow. 

Ferd. Stay it ; let it not haunt me. 

Med. Impossihle, if you move, and the sun shine. 

Ferd. I^nll throttleltT ~ 

Mai. O, my lord, you are angry with nothing. 

Ferd. You are af fool : 
How is't possihle I should catch my shadow, 
Unless I fall upon't? When I go to hell, 
I mean to carry a hrihe ; for, look you, 
Good gifts eyermore make way for the worst persons. 

Pes. Else, good my lord. 

Ferd. I am studying the art of patience. 

Pes. 'Tis a nohle virtue. 

Ferd. To drive six snails hefore me from this town 
To Moscow ; neither use goad nor whip to them, 
!But let them take their own time ; — (the patient'st man 

iW world 
Match me for an experiment) — and I'll crawl 
After like a sheep-hiter. 

Card. Force him up. 

Fsrd. Use me well, you were hest. 
What I have done, I have done: I'll confess nothing. 

Doc. Now let me come to him. — Are you mad, 

' TTirows hinudf on ihe ground* — Stage Direction, in the 4tO. of 
1708. 

VOL. n. 8 
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My lord ? are you out of your princely wits ? 

Ferd, Wliat'she? 

Pes, Your doctor. 

Ferd, Let me have his beard sawed off, 
And his eye-brows filed more civil. 

Doc, I must (lo mad tricks witli him, for that's the only 
way on't. — ^I have brought 
Your grace a salamander's skin, to keep you 
From sun-burning. 

Ferd, I have cruel sore eyes. 

Doc, The white of a cockatrix's &gg is present remedy. 

Ferd, Let it be a new-laid one, you were best. 
Hide me from him : physicians are like kings. 
They brook no contradiction. 

Doc, Now he begins to fear me : 
Now let me alone with him. 

Card, How now? put off your gown !* 

Doc, Let me have 
Some forty urinals filled with rose-water : 
He and I'll go pelt one another with them. — 
Now he begins to fear me. — Can you fetch a fiisk, sir ? 
Let him go, let him go upon my peril : 
I find by his eye he stands in awe of me ; 
I'll make him as tame as a dormouse. 

Ferd, Can you fetch your frisks, sir! I will stamp him 
Into a cuUis, 

Flay off his skin, to cover one of the anatomies 
This rogue hath set i'th' cold yonder 
In Barber-Chirurgeon's-hall. 

* PvU off hit four cloaks, one after another, — Stage Directum, Ed. 
of 1708. 
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Hence, hence ! jou are all of jou like beasts. for sacrifice:. 
There's nothing left of joa, but tongue and belly. 
Flattery and lechery.^ [Exit. 

Pes, Doctor, he did not fear you throughly. 

Doe. True ; I was somewhat too forward. 

Bos. Mercy upon me, what a &tal judgment . 
Hath &ll'n upon this Ferdinand ! 

Pes. Knows your grace 
What accident hath brought unto the prince 
This strange distraction ? 

Card. I must feign somewhat :^^ — ^Thus they say it grew. 
You have heard it rumour'd for these many years. 
None of our family dies but there is seen 
The shape of an old woman, which is given 
By tradition to us to have been murder'd 
By her nephews, for her riches. Such a figure 
One night, as the prince sat up late at's book, 
Appear'd to him ; when, crying out for help. 
The gentleman ors chamber, found his grace 
All on a cold sweat, alter'd much in face 
And language : since which apparition, 
He hath grown worse and worse, and I much fear 
He cannot live. 

Bos. Sir, I would speak with you. 

Pes. We'll leave your grace. 
Wishing to the sick prince, our noble lord. 
All health of mind and body. 
Card. You are most welcome. 

\Exeunt all htU Cardinal and Bosola. 

' Throws the Doctor down and beatt him. — Stage Direefwn, Ed. 
of 1708. 
« (Aside.) 
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Are you come ? so. — This fellow must not know 
By any means I had intelligence 
lD.-M»4luchess' death ; for thou^..^ 
^ The fiill ofaH th' eugageiSaent seem'd to grow 

From Ferdinand. — Now, sir, how feres our sister? 
I do not Xhink hut sorrow makes her look 
Like to an oft-dy'd garment : she shall now 
Taste comfort from me. Why do you look so wildly ? 
O, the fortune of your master here, the prince, 
Dejects you ; hut he you of happy comfort : 
If you'll do one thing for me, I'll entreat. 
Though he had a cold tomhstone o'er his hones, 
I'd make you what you would he. 

Bo8, Anything, 
Give it me in a hreath, and let me fly to't : 
They that think long, small expedition win, 
For musing much o'th' end, cannot hegin. 

Enter Julia. 

Julia. Sir, will you come in to supper? 

Card, I am husy ; leave me. 

JuUa, What an excellent shape hath that fellow ! 

' lExii, 

Card. 'Tis thus. Antonio lurks here in Milan : 
Enquire him out, and kill him. While he lives. 
Our sister cannot marry, and I have thought 
Of an excellent match for her. Do this, and style me 
Thy advancement. 

Bos. But by what means shall I find him out ? 

Card. There is a gentleman call'd Delio, 
Here in the camp, that hath been long approv'd 
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His loyal friend. Set eye upon that fellow ; ^ 
Follow him to mass ; maybe Antonio, 
Although he do account religion 
But a school-name, for fashion of the world 
May accompany him ; or else go enquire out 
Delio's confessor, and see if you can bribe 
Him to reveal it. There are a thousand ways 
A man might find to trace him ; as to know 
What fellows haunt the Jews, for taking up 
Greai sums of money, for sure he's in want ; 
Or else to go to th' picture-makers, and learn 
Who bought her picture lately : some of these 
Happily^ may take. 

Bos. Well, I'll not freeze i'th' business : 
I would see that wretched thing, Antonio, 
Above all sights i'th' world. 

Card, Do, and be happy. [Exit, 

Bos. This fellow doth breed basilisks in's eyes, 
He's nothing else but murder ; yet he seems 
Not to have notice of the duchess' death. 
'Tis his cunning : I must follow his example ; 
There cannot be a surer way to trace 
Than that of an old fox. 

Enter Julia. 

JvHia. Soj sir, you are well met. 
Bos. How now ? 

Jidia. Nay, the doors are fast enough : 
Now, sir, I will make you confess your treachery. 
Bos. Treachery ! 

* Perchance. 
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Julia. Yes, confess to me 
'^^Tiich of my women 'twas you hired to put 
Love-powder into my drink? 

Bos. Love-powder! 

Julia. Yes, when I was at Malfi. 
Why should I fall in love with such a face else ? 
I have already suffer'd for thee so much pain, 
The only remedy to do me good, 
Is to kill my longing. 

Bos. Sure your pistol holds 
Nothing hut perfumes, or kissing-comfits. Excellent lady ! 
You have a pretty way on't to discover 
Your longing. Come, come, I'll disarm you, 
And arm you thus : yet this is wondrous strange. 

Julia. Compare thy form and my eyes together, 
You'll find my love no such great miracle. Now you'll say 
I am wanton : this nice modesty in ladies 
Is hut a trouhlesome familiar 
That haunts them. 

Bos. Know you me, I am a blunt soldier. 

Julia. The better ; 
Sure, there wants fire, where there are no lively sparks 
Of roughness. 

Bos. And I want compliment. 

Julia. Why, ignorance in courtship cannot make you do 
amiss, 
If you have a heart to do well. 

Bos. You are very fair. 

Julia. Nay, if you lay beauty to my charge, 
I must plead unguilty. 

Bos. Your bright eyes 
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Carry a quiver of darts in them^ sharper 
Than sun-beams. 

Julia, You will mar me with commendation, 
Put yourself to the charge of courting me. 
Whereas now I woo you. 

Bos, I have it ; I will work upon this creature. — 
Let us grow most amorously familiar : 
If the great cardinal should see me thud, 
Would he not count me a villain ? 

Julia, Ko, he might count me a wanton, 
Not lay a scruple of gffence on you ; 
For if I see, and steal a diamond. 
The fault is not i'th' stone, but in me the thief 
That purloins it. I am sudden with you : 
We that are great women of pleasure, use to cut off 
These uncertain wishes and unquiet longings, 
And in an instant join the sweet delight 
And the pretty excuse together. Had you been i'th' 

street, 
Under my chamber window, even there 
I should have courted you. 

Bos. O, you are an excellent lady ! 

Julia. Bid me do somewhat for you presently. 
To express I love you. 

Bos, I will, and if you love me. 
Fail not to effect it. The cardinal is grown wondrous me- 
lancholy : 
Demand the cause, let him not put you off 
With feign'd excuse ; discover the main ground on't. \y^ 

Julia, Why would you know this ? 

Bos, I have depended on him, 
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And I hear that he is fall'n in some disgrace 
"With the emperor ; if he he^ like the mice 
That forsake idling houses, I would shift 
To other dependance. 

Julia. You shall not need follow the wars : 
111 he jour maintenance. 

Bos, And I your loyal servant ; 
But I cannot leave my calling. 

Julia. Kot leave 
An ungrateful general, for the lore of a sweet lady ! 
You are like some cannot sleep in feather-heds. 
But must have hlocks for their pillows. 

Bos. Will you do this? 

Julia. Cunningly. 

Bos. To-morrow, I'U expect th' intelligence. 

Julia. To-morrow ! get you into my cahinet ; 
You shall have it with you. Do not delay me. 
No more than I do you : I am like one 
That is condemn'd ; I have my pardon promised. 
But I would see it seal'd. Go, get you in : 
You shall see me wind my tongue ahout'his heart, 
Like a skein of silk. [Exit Bosola. 

Enter Cabbinal and Sebyants. 

Card. Where are you ? 

Serv. Here. 

Card. Let none, upon your lives 
Have conference with the prince Ferdinand, 
Unless I know it : — [Exeunt Servants.^ 

' An exeunt supplied by Mr. Dyce. 
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In this distraction, he may reveal the murder. 
Yond's my lingering consumption : 
I am weary of her, and by any means 
Would be quit of. ' 

Jvlia, How now, my lord, what ails you ? 

Card. Nothing. 

Jvlia, O, you are much altered ! 
Come, I must be your secretary, and remove 
This lead from off your bosom ; what's the matter ? 

Card, I may not tell you. 

Julia. Are you so far in love with sorrow. 
You cannot part with part of it ? or think you 
I cannot love your grace when you are sad 
As well as merry ? or do you suspect 
I, that have been a secret to your heart 
These many winters, cannot be the same 
Unto your tongue ? 

Card. Satisfy thy longing ; 
The only way to make thee keep my counsel 
Is, not to tell thee. 

Julia. Tell your echo this. 
Or flatterers, that like echoes still report 
What they hear though most imperfect, and not me ; 
For, if that you be true unto yourself, 
I'll know. 

Card, Will you rack me ? 

Jvlia. No, judgment shall 
Draw it from you : it is an equal fault. 
To tell one's secrets unto all or none. 

Card. The first argues folly. 

Julia. But the last tyranny. 
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Card. Very well ; why, imagine I have committed 
Some secret deed, which I desire the world 
May never hear of. 

Julia, Therefore may hot I know it? 
You have conceal'd for me as great a sin 
As adultery. Sir, never was occasion 
For perfect trial of my constancy 
TiD now : sir, I beseech you — 

Card, You'll repent it. 

Jvlia. Never. 

Card, It hurries thee to ruin : 1*11 not tell thee. 
Be well advis'd, and think what danger 'tis 
To receive a prince's secrets : they that do. 
Had need have their breasts hoop'd with adamant 
To cont£un them. I pray thee yet be satisfied ; 
Examine thine own frailty ; 'tis more easy 
To tie knots, than unloose them : 'tis a secret 
That, like a lingering poison, may chance lie 
Spread in thy veins, and kill thee seven year hence. 

Julia. Now you dally with me. 

Card, No more, thou shalt know it. 
v'By my appointment, the great Duchess of Malfi, 
And two of her young children, four nights since, 
Were strangl'd. 

Julia, O heaven ! sir, what have you done? 

Card. How now ! how settles this ? think you 
Your bosom will be a grave dark and obscure enough 
For such a secret ? 

Julia, You have undone yourself, sir. 

Card, Why? 

Julia, It lies not in me to conceal it. 
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Card, No! Come, I will swear you to't upon this 
book. 

Julia. Most religiously. 

Card, Eass it. 
Now you shall never utter it ; thy curiosity 
Hath undone thee : thou art poison'd with that book; 
Because I knew thou couldst not keep my counsel, 
I have bound thee to't by death. 

Enter Bosola. 

Bos, For pity sake, hold. 

Card, Ha, Bosola ! 

Julia, I forgive you 
This equal piece of justice you have done ; 
For I betray'd your counsel to that fellow : 
He overheard it ; that was the cause I said 
It lay not in me to conceal it. 

Bos, O, foolish woman, 
Couldst not thou have poisoned him ? 

Julia, 'Tis weakness. 
Too much to think what should have been done. 
I go, I know not whither. {Dies, 

Card, Wherefore com'st thou hither ? 

Bos, That I might find a great man, like yourself. 
Not out of his wits, as the Lord Ferdinand, 
To remember my service. 

Card, I'll have thee hew'd in pieces. 

Bos, Make not yourself such a promise of that life, 
Which is not yours to dispose of. 

Card, Who placed thee here ? 

Bos, Her lust, as she intended. 
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Card, Yerj well : now you know me 
For your fellow-murderer. 

Bos. And wherefore should you lay fair marhle colours 
Upon your rotten purposes to me ? 
Unless you imitate some that do plot great treasons, 
And when they have done, go hide themselves i'th' graves 
Of those were actors in't ? 

Card. No more ; 
There is a fortune attends thee. 

Bos. Shall I go sue to fortune any longer ? 
'Tis the fooFs pilgrimage. 

Card. I have honours in store for thee. 

Bos. There are a many ways that conduct to seeming 
Honour, and some of them very dirty ones. 

Card. Throw to the devil 
Thy melancholy. The fire burns well ; 
"What need we keep a stirring oft, and make 
A greater smother ? thou wilt kill Antonio ? 

Bos. Yes. 

Card. Take up that body. 

Bos. I think I shall 
Shortly grow the common bier for church-yards. 

Card. I will allow thee some dozen of attendants, 
To aid thee in the murder. 

Bos. O', by no means. 
Physicians that apply horseleeches to any rank swelling. 
Use to cut off their tails, that the blood may run through 

them 
The faster : let me have no tr«un when I go to shed blood. 
Lest it make me have a greater when I ride to the'gal- 
lows. 
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Card. Come to me after midnight, to help to remove 
that body 
To her own lodging : I'll give out she died o'th' plague; 
'Twill breed the less enquiry after her death. 

Bos. Where's Castruccio, her husband? 

Card. He's rode to Kaples, to take possession 
Of Antonio's citadel. 

Bos. Believe me, you have done a very happy turn. 

Card. Fail not to come : there is the master-key 
Of our lodgings; and by that you may conceive 
What trust I plant in you. 

Bos. You shall find me ready. [^Exit Cardmal. 

O, poor Antonio, though nothing be so needftd 
To thy estate, as pity, yet I find 
Nothing so dangerous ! I must look to my footing: 
In such slippery ice-pavements, men had need 
To be ;fro8t-nail'd well, they may break their necks else ; 
The precedent's here afore me. How this man 
Bears up in blood I seems fearless ! why, 'tis well : 
Security some men call the suburbs of hell. 
Only a dead wall between. W^^^ood Antonio, 
I'll seek thee out ; and all my care shall be /' 

To put thee into safety from the reach / 

Of these most cruel biters, that have got ' ', 

Some of thy blood already. It may be, 
I'll join with thee, in a most just revenge : 
The weakest arm is strong enough, that strikes 
With the sword of justice. Still methinks the duchess 
Haunts me: there, there ! — 'tis nothing but my melancholy. 
O Penitence, let me truly taste thy cup, \ 

That throws men down, only to raise them up ! [^ExU. \ 
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SCENE m. 

Enter Antonio an^ Delio. 

Delio, Yond's the cardinal's window. This fortification 
Grew from the ruins of an ancient abbey ; 
And to yond' side o'th' river lies a wall, 
Piece of a cloister, which in my opinion 
Gires the best echo that you ever heard, 
So hollow and so dismal, and withal 
So plain in the distinction of our words. 
That many have suppos'd it is a spirit 
That answers. 

Ant I do love these ancient ruins. 
"We never tread upon them, but we set 
Our foot upon some reverend history : 
And, questionless, here in this open court. 
Which now lies naked to the injuries 
Of stormy weather, some men lie interred 
Lov'd the church so well, and gave so largely to't. 
They thought it should have canopied their bones 
Till doom's-day ; but all things have their end : 
Churches and cities, which have diseases like to men. 
Must have like death that we have. 

Echo (from the Duchess* grave). Like death that we 
have, 

Delio. Now the echo hath caught you. 

Ant, It groan'd, methought, and gave 
A very deadly accent. 

Echo, Deadly accent. 
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Delio. I told you 'twas a pretty one : you may moke it 
A huntsman, or a falconer, a musician, 
Or a thing of sorrow. 

Echo. A thing of sorrow. 

Ant. Ay sure, that suits it best. 

Echo. Thai suits it best. 

Ant, 'Tis rery like my wife's roice. 

Echo. Ay, wife's voice. 

Delio. Come, let us walk farther from't. 
I would not have you go to th' cardinal's to-night : 
Do not. 

Echo. Do not. 

Delio. "Wisdom doth not more moderate wasting sorrow. 
Than time : take time for't ; be mindful of thy safety. 

Echo. Be mindful of thy safety. 

Ant. Necessity compels me : 
Make scrutiny throughout the passes 
Of your own life, you'll find it impossible 
To fly your fate. 

Echo . jly your fate ! 

Delio. Hark ! the dead stones seem to have pity on you. 
And give you good counsel. 

Ant. Echo, I will not talk with thee, 
For thou art a dead thing. 

Echo. Thou art a dead thing. 

Ant. My duchess is a-sleep now, . 

And her little ones, I hope sweetly ; O heaven, \ 
Shall I never see her more ? 

Echo. Never see her more. 

Ant. I mark'd not one repetition of the echo 
But that ; and on the sudden, a dear light 
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Presented me a face folded in sorrow. 

Delio. Your fancy merely. 

Ant Come, I'll be out of this ague. 
For to live thus, is not indeed to live ; 
It is a mockery and abuse of life : 
I will not henceforth save myself by halves ; 
Lose all, or nothing. 

Delio, Your own virtue save you ! 
I'll fetch your eldest son, and second you : 
It may be that the sight of his own blood 
Spread in so sweet a figure, may beget 
The more compassion. 
However, fare you well. 
Though in our miseries fortune have a part, 
Yet in our noble sufferings she hath none; 
Contempt of pain, that we may call our own. [Rvewit. 



SCENE IV. I 

Enter Cahdinal, Pescaba, Malatbstb, 

EODEBIGO, GhISOLAN. 

Card. You shall not watch to-night by the sick prince; I 

His grace is very well recover'd. 

Mai. Good, my lord, suffer us. i 

Card, O, by no means : 
The noise and change of object in his eye 
Doth more distract him : I pray, all to bed ; 
And though you hear him in his violent fit, I 

Do not rise, I entreat you. 

Pes, So, sir ; we shall not. I 
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Card, Nay, I must hare you promise 
Upon your honours, for I was enjoin'd to't 
By himself; and he seem'd to urge it sensibly. 

P€S. Let our honours bind this trifle. 

Card. Nor any of your followers. 

Mai. Neither. 

Card, It may be, to make trial of your promise, 
When he's asleep, myself will rise and feign 
Some of his mad tricks, and cry out for help. 
And feign myself in danger. 

Mai, If your throat were cutting, 
I'd not come at you, now I have protested against it. x 

Card, Why, I thank you. ^ - 

Oris. 'Twaa a foul storm to-night. 

Bod, The Lord Ferdinand's chamber shook like an osier. 

Mai, 'Twas nothing but pure kindness in the devil. 

To rock his own child. [ExmrU all hut the Cardiwil,. 

Card, The reason why I would not suffer these 
About my brother, is, because at midnight 
I may with better privacy convey 
Julia's body to her own lodging. O, my conscience! 
I would jprayju)w-Hbtti4]u^i]exiLt§kesjQ^^ iny heart 
For having any confidence in prayer. 
About this hour I appointed Bosola 
To fetch the body : when he hath served my turn. 
He dies. [Exit. 

Enter Bosola. 

Bos. Ha ! 'twas the cardinal's voice ; I heard him name 
Bosola, and my death: listen, I hear one's footing. 

VOL. n. T 
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Enter FEBDiNAin). . 

Ferd. Strangling is a very quiet death. 
Bo», Nay then, I see I must stand upon my guard. 
Ferd. What say to that? whisper BofUy ; do you agree 
to't? 
So, it must he done i'th' dark ; the cardinal 
Would not for a thousand pounds the doctor should see it. 

\Eie\Jt, 
Bos, My death is plotted; here's the consequence of 
.inurder. 
We yalue not desert nor Christian hreath, 
When we know hlack deeds must be cur'd with death. 

Enter Sbbvant and Antonio. 

Serv. Here stay, sir, and be confident^ I pray : 
I'll fetch you a dark lantern. \_JSidi, 

Aw^ Could I take him at his prayers^ 
There were hope of pardon. 

Bos, Fall right my sword : 
I'll not give thee so much leisure as to pray.^ 

Ant, O, I am gone I Thou hast ended a long suit 
In a minute. 

Bos. What art thou? 

Ant, A most wretched thing, 
That only have the benefit in death, 
To appear myself. 

Enter Sbbvant wiih a light. 
Serv. Where are you, sir ? 

> Stabs Antonio, supposing him to be the Cardinal. 
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Ant. Very near my home.-^Bosola I 

Serv. O, misfortune I 

Bos. Smother thy pity, thou art dead else. — ^Antonio ! 
The man I would haye saVd 'hove mine own life I 
We acej ^rely th e stars' tennis-haUs, struck and handed 
Which way please them. O good Antonio, 
I'll whisper one thing in thy dying ear. 
Shall make thy heart hreak quickly ! thy fair duchess 
And two sweet children 

Ant. Their yery names 
Kindle a little life in me. 

Bos. Are murder'd. 

Ant. Some men haye wish'd to die 
At the hearing of sad tidings ; I am glad 
That I shall do't in sadness : I would not now 
Wi&h my wounds halm'd nor heal'd, for I haye no use ^ 
To put my life to. In all our quest of greatness, 
Like wanton hoys, whose pastime is their care, • 
We follow after huhhles hlown in th' air. 
Pleasure of life, what is't ? only the good hours 
Of an ague ; mer^yr a preparative to rest. 
To endure vexation. I do not ask - ' 

The process of my death ; only commend me \ 

To DeHo. 

Bos. Break, heart ! 

Ant. And let my son fly the courts of princes. ^Dies, 

Bos. Thou seem'st to have lov'd Antonio ? 

Serv. I brought him hither. 
To have reconcil'd him to the Cardinal. 

Bos. I do not ask thee that : 
Take him up, if thou tender thy own life. 
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And bear him where the lady Julia 

Waa wont to lodge. — O my fate moves swift ! 

I have this cardinal in the forge already. 

Now I'll bring him to th' hammer. O direful n£u3|[lrision ! 

I will not imitate things glorious, 

No more than base ; I'll be mine own example.-— 

On, on, and look thou represent, for. silence, 

The thing thou bear'st.* \_Enpeunt, 



SCENE V. 

Enter Cabdinal, wiih a hook. 

Card, I am puzzled in a question about hell : 
He says, in hell there's one material fire. 
And yet it shall not bum all men alike. 
Lay him by. How tedious is a guilty conscience ! 
When I look into the fish-ponds in my garden, 
Methinks I see a thing arm'd with a rake. 
That seems to strike at me. — ^Now, art thou come ? thou 

look'st ghastly ; '^-^ r^ -r < ^' 

There sits in thy face some great determination, 
Mix'd with some fear. 

Enter Bosola and the Sbbvant. 

Bos. Thus it lightens into action : 
I am come to kill thee. 

Card, Ha ! help I our guard I 

* Mistake, from the French tn^prite, 

' Be as silent as the dead body thou bearest. 
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Bos, Thou art deceived ; 
They are* out of thy howling. 

Card. Hold ; and I will feithfully divide 
Eevenues with thee. 

Bos, Thy prayers and proffers 
Are both unseasonable. 

Card, Eaise the watch ! we are betray'd. 

Bos, I have confin'd your flight: 
I'll suffer your retreat to Julia's chamber. 
But no further. 

Card, Help ! we are betray'd. 

Enter Malateste, Pescaba, Eodebigo, 
and Gbisolan, ahove,^ 

Mai, listen. 

Card, My dukedom for rescue ! 

Rod, Fie upon his counterfeiting. 

Mai, Why, 'tis not the Cardinal. 

Bod, Yes, yes, 'tis ^e : 
But Fll see him hang'd ere I'll go down to him. 

Card. Here's a plot upon me ; I am afisaulted ! I am lost 
Unless some rescue I 

Chis, He doth this pretty well ; 
But it will not serve to laugh me out of mine honour. 

Card, The sword's at my throat I 

B^. You would not bawl so loud then. 

Mai. Come, come, let's go to bed: he told us thus much 
aforehand. 

* Move, i. e. on the upper stage ; the raised platform towards 
the back of the stage. — I>tge. 
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Pes. He wiflh'd you should not come ftt him; hut 
heliere't, 
The accent of the Toice sounds not in jest : 
I'll down to him, howsoever, and with engines 
Force ope the doors. [^Exit, 

Eod. Let's follow him aloof. 
And note how the Cardinal wiU laugh at him. 

lExeunt, ah<w€, Malateste, Boderigo, and 
Orisolan, 

Bos. There's for you first, 
'Cause yon shall not unbarricade the door 
To let in rescue. [He hills the Servant. 

Card. What cause hast thou to pursue my life? 

Bos. Look there. 

Card. Antonio! 

Bos. Slain by my hand unwittingly : 
Pray, and be sudden : when thou kill'd'st thy sister, 
Thou took'st from justice her most equal balance, 
And left her nought but her sword« 

Card. O mercy! 

Bos. Now it seems thy greatness was only outward l 
For thou fall'st faster of thyself, than calamity 
Can drive thee : I'll not waste longer time ; there. 

[Stabs him. 

Card. Thou hast hurt me. 

Bos. Again. 

Card. Shall I die like a leveret, 
Without any resistance ? Help, help, help ! 
I am slain. 
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JS^i^ Fesdikakd. 

Ferd. Vd alarum I give me a fresh horse; 
Eally the yaunt-goard,^ or the day is lost. 
Yidd^ yield : I give yoa the honours of arms, 
Shake my sword over you ; will you yield? 

Card. Help me, I am your brother I 

Ferd. The deyil ! my brother %ht upon the adverse 
party I \Ht wownds tJie Cardinal, and (in the scuffle) 
gives Bosola his death wound. 
There flies your ransom. 

Card. O justice! 
I suffer now for what hath former bin :* 
Sorrow is held the eldest child of sin. 

Ferd. Now you're brave feUows. 
Caesar's fortune was harder than Pompey's ; 
Csesar died in the arms of prosperity, 
Pompey at the feet of disgrace. 
You both died in the field. 

The pain's nothing : pain many times is taken away with 
The apprehension of greater, as the tooih-ache with the 

sight 
Of a barber that comes to pull it out : there's philosophy 
for you. 

Bos. Now my revenge is perfect. Sink, thou main cause 

[He stabs Ferdinand, 
Of my undoing. The last part of my life 
Hath done me best service. 

> The yangnard. 

* So in the origfaia], and retained for the sake of the rhyme. 
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Ferd, Give me^some wet hay, I am broken-winded. 
I do account this world but a dog-kennel : 
I will yanlt credit and affect high pleasnres^ 
Beyond death. 

Bos. He Beems to come to himself, now he's so near 
the bottom. 

Ferd. My sister, O my sister ! there's the cause on't. 
Whether we isXH by ambition, blood, or lust. 
Like diamonds, we are cut with our own dust. [Dies. 

Card. Thou hast thy payment too. 

Bos. Yes, I hold my weary soul in my teeth ; 
'Tis ready to part from me. I do glory 
That thou, which stood'st like a huge pyramid 
Begun upon a large and ample base, 
Shalt end in a little point, a kind of nothing. 

Enter Fescaba and the others. 

Pes, How now, my lord I 

Mai, O, sad disaster I 

Bod. How comes this ? 

Bos. Eevenge for the Duchess of MaM, murder'd 
By the Arragonian brethren ; for Antonio, 
Slain by this hand ; for lustfiil Julia, 
Poison'd by this man ; and lastly for myself. 
That was an actor in the main of all 
Much 'gainst mine own good nature, yet i'th' end 
Neglected. 

Pes. How now, my lord I 

Card. Look to my brother : 
He gave us these large wounds, as we were struggling 
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Here i'th' rushes.* And now, I pray, let me 

Be laid by and never thought of. [Dies. 

Pes, How fatally, it seems, he did withstand 
His own rescue ! 

Mai, Thou wretched thing of blood, 
How came Antonio by his death ? 

Bos, In a mist : I know not how : 
Such a mistake as I have often seen 
In a play. O, I am gone I 
We aife on ly, like dea d wallgj^QiLYaulted gra,ves. 
That ruin'd, yield no echo. Fare you well. 
It may be pain, but no harm to me to die, 
In so good a quarrel. O, this gloomy world ! 
In what a shadow, or deep pit of darkness, 
Doth womanish and fear^ mankind live I 
Let worthy minds ne'er stagger in distrust 
To suffer death or shame for what is just : 
Mine is another voyage. [Dies, 

Pes. The noble Delio, as I came to th' palace. 
Told me of Antonio's being here, and shew'd me 
A pretty gentleman, his son and heir. 

Enter Delio, artd Antonu/s Son. 

Mai, O sir, you come too late I 

Delio, I heard so, and 
Was arm'd for't, ere I came. Let us make noble use 
Of this great ruin ; and join all our force 
To establish this young hopeful gentleman 

' i. e. on the rushes that then covered the floor, in lieu of ft 
carpet. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



282 THE DUCHESS OF MALFI. [act v. 

Ill's mother's right. These wretched eminent things 

Leare no more fame hehind 'em, than shotdd one 

Fall in a frost, and leave his print in snow : 

As soon as the sun shines, it ever melts, 

Both form and matter. I have ever thonght 

Nature doth nothing so great for great men, 

As when she's pleas'd to make them lords of truth : 

Integrity of life is fame's hest friend, 

Which noblj, beyond deaths shall crown the end. 



/: 
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